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Pramatis Perſonæ. 
ORSINO, Duke of IIlyria. 
SEBASTIAN, a young gentleman, brother to Viola. 
ANTONIO, a ſea-captain, friend to Sebaſtian. 


VALENTINE, 


CUuR1o, 

Sir ToBy BELCH, uncle to Olivia. 

Sir ANDREW AGUECHEEKg''a Toll Knight pre- 
tending to Olivia. 8 „5 

A Sea - captain, friend to Violac | IS? 8 - ER ' 

FAB1AN, ſervant to Olivia. AF KS 

MALVOLIo, a fantaſtical howard e ble. 

Clown, ſervant to Olivia. 


13 Gentlemen, attending on the Duke. 


OLIvIA, a Lady of great beauty and fortune, biloved 
| by the Duke. 

VIOL, in love with the Duke. 

MaR14, Olivia's woman. 


Prieſt, Sailors, Officers, and other Attendants. 


SCENE, A City on the Coaſt of Illyria. 


The Perſons of the Drama were firſt enumerated, with ; 


all the cant of the modern ſtage, by Mr Rowe. 
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F SCENE TL 
Te Palace. 
Enter the Duke, Curio, and Lords. 
Duke. 


muſic be the food of love, play on; 
| Give me excels of it ; that, ſurfeiting, 


L The appetite may ſicken, and fo die. 
That ſtrain again ;—it had a dying fall: 
O, it came o'er my ear like the ſweet ſouth, 
That breathes upon a bank of violets, 
Stealing, and giving odour. Enough !—no more; 
"Tis not ſo ſweet now as it was before. 
O ſpirit of love, how quick and freſh art thou! 
That, notwithſtanding thy capacity 
Receiveth as the ſea, nought enters there, 
Of what validity and pitch ſoc'er, * | 
But falls into abatement and low price, 
Even in a minute; ſo full of ſhapes in fancy, 5 
That it alone is high fantaſtical. | js 
Cur. Will you-go hunt, my Lord ? 
Duke, What, Curio? 
Cur, The hart. 
Duke. Why, ſo I do, the nobleſt that I havez 
O, when my eyes did ſee Olivia firſt, 
Methought ſhe purg'd the air of peſtilence : 
That inſtant was I turn'd into a har 
AA ho 
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And my deſires, like fell and cruel hounds, 
Eier ſince purſue me. How now, what news from her? 


Euter Valentine. 


Val. So pleaſe my Lord, I might riot be admitted; 
But from her hand-maid do return this anſwer: 
The element itſelf, till feven years hence, 

Shall not behold her face at ample view; 
But, like a cloyſtreſs, ſhe will veiled walk, 
And water once a day her chamber round 
With eye-offending brine : all this to ſeaſon 


A brother's dead love, which ſhe would keep freſtr 


And laſting in her ſad. remembrance. 
Duke. O, ſhe, that hath a heart of that fine frame, 


To pay this debt of love but to a brother, 


How will ſhe love, when the rich golden ſhaft 
Hath kilPd the flock of all affections elſe- | 
That live in her? when liver, brain, and heart, 


Three ſov'reign thrones, are all 1 and filPd, . 


Her {weet perfections, with one ſelf-ſame king! 

Away before me to {weet beds of flowers; 

Love-thoughts ly rich, when canopy'd with bowers. 
| [¶Zxeunt. 


. 
The Street. 


Enter Viola, a Captain and Sailors. 


Pio. What country, friends, is this? 
Cap. Illyria, Lady. 
Vio. And what ſhould J do in Illyria? 
My brother he is in Elyſum. — 
Perchance he is not drown'd; what think you, 
ſailors ? | 
Cap. It is perchance that you yourſelf were ſav'd. 
Vio. O my poor brother! ſo, perchance, may he be. 
Cap. True, Madam: and to comfort you with 
chance, 
Aſſure yourſelf, after our ſhip did ſplit, 
When-you, and that poor number ſav'd with you, 
Hung on our driving boat, I ſaw your brother, 
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Moſt provident in peril, bind himſelf 
(Courage and hope both teaching him the practice) 
To a ſtrong malt that liv'd upon the ſea; 
Where, like Arion on the dolphin's back, 
I ſaw him hold acquaintance with the wavesy 
So long as I could lee. | | 

Vio. For ſaying ſo, there's gold, 
Mine own eſcape unfoldeth to my hope, 
Whereto thy {ſpeech ſerves for authority, 
The like of him. Know'ſt thou this country? 
Cap. Ay, Madam, well; for I was bred and born 
Not three hours travel from this very place. 
Vio. Who governs here? 

Cap. A noble Duke in nature, as in name. 

Vio. What is his name ? | 

Cap. Or ſino. ; 

Vio. Orſino! T have heard my father name him: 
He was a batchelor then. | 

Cap. And ſo is now, or was ſo very late; 

For but a month ago I went from hence, 
And then 'twas fre{h in murmur (as you know 
What great ones do, the leſs will prattle of) 
That he did ſeek the love of fair Olivia. 

Vio. What's ſhe?. 

Cap. A virtuous maid, the daughter of a Count 
That dy'd {ome twelve months ſince, . then leaving 
In the protection of his ſon, her brother, her 
Who ſhortly alſo dy'd; for whoſe * love, 
They ſay, ſhe hath abjur'd the ſight 
And company of men. 

Vio O, that I ſerv'd that lady, 
And might not be deliver'd to the world, 
Till I had made mine own occaſion mellow- 
What my eſtate is! 

Cap. That were hard to compals 
Becauſe ſhe will admit no kind of ſuit, 

No, not the Duke's. 5 | 

Vio. There is a fair behaviour in thee, Captain 
And tho? that nature with a beauteous wall 
Doth oft cloſe in pollution; yet of thee, 

I Will believe, thou haſt a mind that ſuits 
With this thy fair and outward character: 
A 3 | 
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I pr'ythee, and Pl pay thee bounteouſly, 
Conceal me what I am, and be my aid 
For ſuch diſguiſe as, haply, ſhall become 
The form of my intent. PII ſerve this Duke; 
-Thou-thalt preſent me as an eunuch to him, 
It may be worth thy pains; for J can ſing, 
And ſpeak to him ur many ſorts of muſic, 
That will allow me very worth his ſervice. 
What elſe may hap, to time I will commit; 
Only thape thou thy filence to my wit. 
Cap. Be you his eunuch, and your mute PII be:: 
When my tongue blabs, then let mine eyes not ſee. . 
Vio. I thank thee; lead me on. [ Exeunt. 


Ss. vu LE Ne HE 
Aa Apartment in Olivia's Houſe. 


Enter Sir Toby, and Maria. 


Sir To. What a plague means my niece, to take 
the death of her brother thus? I am ſure care's an - 
enemy to life, | | 

Mar. By my troth, Sir Toby, you muſt come in 
earlier a-nights; your niece, my lady, takes great 
exceptions to your ill hours. | 

Sir To. Why, let her except, before excepted. 

Mar, Ay. but you muſt confine yourſelf within 
the modeſt limits of order. | 

Sir To. Confine? I'll confine myſelf no finer than 
I am; theſe cloaths are good enough to drink in, 
and ſo be theſe boots too; an they be not, let them 
hang themſelves in their own ſtraps. | 
Mar. That quatling and drinking will undo you: 
T heard my lady talk of it yeſterday, and of a 
fooliſh knight that you brought in one night here, 
to be her wooer. b 

Sir To. Who? Sir Andrew Ague- cheek? 

Mar. Ay, he. | 

Sir To. He's as tall a man as any's in Ilyria. 

Mar. What's that to th' purpoſe? 

Sir To, Why, he has three thouſand ducats a-year. 
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Mar. Ay, but he'll have but a year in all theſe 
ducats : he's a very fool and a prodigal. 

Sir To. Fy, that you'll fay ſo! he plays of th 
violdegambo, and ipeaks three or four languages 
word for word without book, and hath all the good 
gifts of nature. | 

Mar. He hath, indeed, —almoſt natural ; for be. 
ſides that he's a fool, he's a great quarreller ; ; and 
but that he hath the gift of a coward to allay the 
guſt he hath in quarrelling, 'tis thought, among the 
prudent, he would quickly have the gift of a grave. 

Sir To. By this- hand they are ſcoundrels and 
ſubtractors that ſay ſo of him. Who are they? 

Mar. They that add, moreover, he's drunk nightly - 
in your company. 

Sir To. With drinking healths to my niece: ll 
drink to her as long as there's a paſſage in my 
throat, and drink in Illyria. He's a coward, and 
a coyſtril, that will not drink'to my niece ll his 
brains turn o' th? toe, like a pariſh-tbp. What, 

; . wench? Caſtiliauo Volgo *; for here comes Sir A | 
q drew Ague-cheek. 


S E EE IV. 
Enter Sir Andrew... 


Sr And. Sir Toby Belch ! how now, .Sir Toby 
Belch? 

Sir To. Sweet Sir Andrew! 

Sir And. Bleſs you, fair ſhrew. . 

Mar. And you too, Sir. 

Sir To. Accoſt, Sir Andrew, accoft—— 

Sir And. What's that? 

Sir To. My niece's chamber-maid. 

Sir And. Good Miſtreſs Accoſt, I defire better ac» 
quaintance. 

Mar. My name is Mary, Sir. 

Sir And. Good Miſtreſs Mary Accoft, — 


We ſhould read volto. In Engliſh, put on your 
Caſtilian countenance ; that is, your grave, ſolemn 
looks. Warburton. 
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Sir To. You miſtake, .knight : accoſt is, front 
her, board her, wooe her, aſſail her. 


Sir And. By my troth, I would not undertake her 


in this company. Is that the meaning of accoſt? 
Mar. Fare you well, gentlemen. 
Sir To. An thou let her part fo, Sir Andrew,. 
would thou might'ſt never draw a {ſword again. 
Sir And. An you part ſo, miſtreſs, I would I 


might never draw ſword again. Fair lady, do you 


think you have fools in hand? 
Mar. Sir, I have not you by th' hand. 


Sir And. Marry but you ſhall have, and here's 


my hand. 


Mar. Now, Sir, thought 1s free: I pray you: 


bring your hand to th' buttery-bar, and let it drink. 


Sir And. Wherefore,. {weet heart ? what's your 


metaphor ? 
Mar. It's dry, Sir. 


Sir And. Why, I think ſo: I am not lien an aſs«. 


but T can keep my hand dry. But what's your jeſt?” 
Mar. A dry jeſt, Sir. 
Sir And. Are vou full of hem? 
Mar. Ay, Sir, I have them at my fingers 3 


marry, now I let your hand go, I am barren. 


[Exit Maria. 
Sir To. O knight, thou lack'ſt a cup of canary : 
when did I ſee thee ſo put down ? 


Sir And. Never in your life, I think, unleſs you: 


ſee canary put me down. Methinks, ſometimes I 
have no more wit than a Chriſtian, or an ordinary 
man has; but Jam a great eater of beef, and, I 
believe, that does harm to my wit. 

Sir To. No queſtion. 


Sir And. An I thought that, I'd e it. Pl 


ride home to-morrow, Sir Toby. 
Sir To. Pourquoy, my dear knight. 
Sir And. What is pourquoy? do, or not do? I 


would I had beſtowed that time in the tongues: 
that I have in fencing, dancing, and bear-baiting. 


O, had I but follow'd the arts! 
"Sir To. Then hadſt thou had an excellent head 
of hair. 
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Sir And. Why, would that have mended my hair? 

Sir To. Paſt queſtion ; for thou ſeeſt it will not 
curl by nature. | 
Sir And. But it becomes me well enough, does't 
not ? 

Sir To. Excellent! it hangs like flax on a diſtaff; 
and I hope to ſee a houſe-wife take thee between 
her legs, and ſpin it off. | 

Sir And. Faith, I'll home to morrow, Sir Toby; 


your neice will not be ſeen, or, if ſhe be, it's four 


to one {he'll none of me: the Duke himſelf here, 
hard by, wooes her. 

Sir To. She'H none oth? Duke; ſhe'll not match 
above ber degree, neither in eſtate, gun nor wit; 
I have heard her ſwear it, Tut, there's life in't, 
man. „ | 
Sir And. VU ſtay a month longer. I am a fellow - 
o'th? ſtrangeſt mind Pth? world: I delight in maſks 
and revels ſometimes altogether. 

Sir To. Art thou good at theſe kick-ſhaws, knight ? 

Sir And. As any man in Illyria, whatſqever he 
be, under the degree of my betters; and yet I will 
not compare with an old man.. LM 

Sir To. What, is thy excellence in a galliard, 
knight 2- 

Sir And. Faith I can cut a-caper. 

Sir To. And I can cut the mutton tot. : 

Sir Aud. And, I think, I have the back-trick ſim- 
ply as ſtrong as any man in IIlyria. 

Sir To, Wherefore are theſe things hid? where- 
fore have theſe gifts a curtain before them? are 


they like to take duſt, like Miſtreſs Malls picture? 


why doſt thou not go to church in a galliard, and 
come home in a coranto? my very walk ſhould be 
a jig! I would not ſo much as make water, but in 
a, ſink-a-pace! what doſt thou mean? is it a world 
to hide virtues in? I did think, by the excellent 
conſtitution of thy leg, it was form'd under the ſtar 
of a galliard. | 1 

Sir Aud. Ay, "tis ſtrong, and it does indifferent 
well in a flame- colour'd ſtocking..Shall we ſet about 
ſome reyels? | 
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Sir To. What ſhall we do elſe? were we not 
born under Taurus? 3 
Sir And. Taurus? that's ſides and heart *. 
Sir To. No, Sir, it is legs and thighs. Let me ſee 
thee caper; hal higher: ha, ha — excellent. 
| CEO. [Exennt. 


J 
Changes to the Palace. 


Enter Valentine, and Viola in Man's Attire. 


Val. If the Duke continue theſe favours towards 
you, Ceſario, you are like to be much advanc'd ; 
he hath known you but three days, and already 
you are no ſtranger. . 

Vio. You either fear his humour, or my negli- 
gence, that you call in queſtion the continuance of 
his love. Is he inconſtant, Sir, in his favours? 
Val. No, believe me. 3 


Enter Duke, Curio, and Atrendanti. 


Vio. I thank you: here comes the Duke. 
Duke. Who ſaw Ceſario, hoa? l 
Vio. On your attendance, my Lord, here. 
Duke. Stand you a- while aloof.— Ceſario, 

Thou knowꝰſt no leſs, but all: I have unclaſp'd 
To thee the book ev'n of my ſecret ſoul : | 
Therefore, good youth, addreſs thy gait unto her; 

Be not deny d acceſs, ſtand at her doors, 
And tell them, there thy fixed foot ſhall grow, 
Till thou have audience. 
Vio. Sure, my noble Lord, 
If ſhe be ſo abandon'd to her ſorrow 
As it is ſpoke, ſhe never will admit me. 
Duke. Be clamorous, and leap all civil bounds, 
Rather than make unprofited return. 


% 


* Alloding to the medical aſtrology ſtill preſerved in 
almanacks, which refers the affections of particular parts 


of the body, to the predominance of particular conſtel- 
tions. Johnſon. nh 
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Vio. Say I do ſpeak with her, my Lord; what then? 
Duke. O, then, unfold the paſſion of my love, 
Surprize her with diſcourſe of my dear faith; 
It ſhall become thee well to act my woes; 
She will attend it better in thy youth, 
Than in a nuncio of more grave aſpe&, , 


Vio. I think not ſo, my Lord. 


Duke. Dear lad, believe it: 
For they ſhall yet belie thy happy years, 
That ſay thou art a man: Diana's lip 
Is not more ſmooth and rubious; thy ſmall pipe 
Is as the maiden's organ, ſhrill, and found, 
And all is ſemblative—a woman's part. 
I know thy conſtellation 1s right apt 
For this affair. Some four or five attend him; 
All, if you will; for I myſelf am beſt 
When leaſt in company. Proſper well in this, 
And thou ſhalt live as freely as thy Lord, 
To call his fortunes thine. 

Vio. I'll do my beſt „ 
To moo Jour Lady; [Exit Duke. ] yet, O baneful 

ife! 


Whoe'er I woo, myſelf would be his wife. [ Exeunt. 


VVV 
Changes te Olivia's Houſe. 


Enter Maria and Clown. 


Mar. Nay, either tell me where thou haſt been, 
or I will not open my lips ſo wide as a briſtle may 
enter, in way of thy excuſe; my Lady will hang 
thee for thy abſence. | 

Clo. Let her hang me ; he that is well hang'd in 
this world, needs fear no colours, | 5 

Mar. Make that good. 

Clo. He ſhall ſee none to fear. | 
Mar. A good lenten anſwer : I can tell thee where 


that ſaying was born, of, I fear no colours. 


Clo. Where, good Miſtreſs Mary ? 


Mar. In the wars, and that may you be bold to 
fay in your foolery. 0 es 
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Clo. Well, God give them wiſdom that have it; 

and thoſe that are fools, let them uſe their talents. 

Mar. Yet you will be hang'd for being ſo long 
abſent, or be turn'd away; is not that as good as 
a hanging to you ? Rn 

Clo. Marry, a good hanging prevents a bad mar- 
riage; and for turning away, let ſummer bear it out, 

Mar. You are reſolute then ? 

Clo. Not ſo neither, but I am reſolved on two points. 

Mar. That if one break, the other will hold; or, 
if both break, your gaſkins fall. 

Clo. Apt, in good faith ; very apt: well, go thy 
way, if Sir Toby would leave drinking, thou wert 
as witty a piece of Eve's fleſh as any in IIlyria. 

Mar. Peace, you rogue, no more o' that; here 

comes my Lady; make your excuſe wiſely, you were 
beſt. | [ Exit. 


1 Tn 
Enter Olivia, and Malvalio. 


Clo. Wit, an't be thy will, put me into good 
fooling ! thoſe wits that -think they have thee, do 
very oft prove Sol, and I, that am fureT lack thee, 

may pals for a wiſe man. For what ſays Quinapalus, 
Beiter be a witty fosl than a fooliſh wit. God bleſs 
thee; Lady? -- | ; 

Oli. Take the fool away. h 

Clo. Do you not hear, fellows? take away*the 
Lady. ; 

Oli. Go to, y'are a dry fool; Pll no more of you; 
beſides you grow diſhoneſt. | 

Clo. Two faults, Madona, that drink and good 
counſel will amend ; for, give the dry fool drink, 
then is the fool not dry: bid the diſhoneſt man mend 
himſelf, if he mend, he is no longer diſhoneſt; if 
be cannot, let the botcher mend him. Any thing 
that's mended, is but patch'd; virtue, that tranſ- 
greſſes, is but patch'd with fin ; and fin, that amends, 
is but patch'd with virtue. If that this ſimple ſyl- 
logiſm will ſerve, ſo; if it will not, what remedy ? 
as there is no true cuckold but calamity, ſo beauty's 


. 
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a flower: the Lady bade take away the fool, there- 


fore, I ſay again, take her away. 


Oi. Sir, T bade them take away you. 
Clo. Miſpriſion in the higheſt degree. Lady, 
cucullus non facit monachum ; that's as much as to 


ſay, I wear not motley in my brain: good Madona, 


give me leave to prove you a fool, 

Oli. Can you do it? 

Clo. Dexteroufly, good Madona. 

Oli. Make your proof. | 

Clo. I muſt-catechize you for it, Madona; good 
my mouſe of virtue, anſwer me. | 

Oli. Well, Sir, for want of other idleneſs, II 


pPide your proof. 


Clo. Good Madona, why mourn'ſt thou? 
Oli. Good fool, for my brother's death. 


TClo. I think his ſoul is in hell. Madona. 


Oli. I know his ſoul is in heav'n, fool. 

Clo. The more fool you, Madona, to mourn for 
your brother's ſoul being in heavin. Take away the 
foo], gentlemen. | 

Oli. What think you of this fool, Malvolio? doth 
he not mend ? 8 | 7s | 

Mal. Yes, and fhall do, *till the pangs of death 
fhake him. Infirmity, that decays the wiſe, doth 
ever make better the fool. | 5 

Clo. God ſend you, Sir, a ſpeedy infirmity, for 
the better increaſing your folly ! Sir Toby will be 
ſworn, that I am no fox; but he will not paſs his 
word for twopence that you are no fool. 

Oli. How fy you to that, Malvolio ? 

Hal. I marvel your Ladyſhip takes delight in 


{ach a barren raſcal; I ſaw himput down the other 
day with an ordinary fool, that has no more brain 


than a ſtone. * Look you now, he's out of his guard 


already; unleſs you laugh and miniſter occaſion to 


him, he is gagg'd. I proteſt, I take theſe wiſe men, 


"that crow fo at theſe ſet kind of fools, no better 
than the:fools' Zanies. 


Oli. O, you are lick of ſelflove, Malvolio, and 


taſte with a diſtemper'd appetite. To be generous, 


guiltleſs, and of free diſpoſition, is to take thoſe 
VO I. III. R 
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things for bird-bolts that you deem cannon-bul- 
lets. There is no ſlander in an allow'd fool, though 
he do nothing but rail; nor no railing in a known 
.diſcreet man, though he do nothing but reprove. 
Ch. Now Mercury indue thee with leaſing, for 
thou ſpeak'ſt well of fools ! | 


Enter Maria. 


Mar. Madam, there is at the gate a young 
gentleman much deſires to ſpeak with you. 
Oli. From the Count Orſino, is it? 
Mar. I know not, Madam, 'tis a fair young man, 
And well attended. | | 
Oli. Who of my people hold him in delay ? 
Mar. Sir Toby, Madam, your uncle. | 
Oli. Fetch him off, I pray you, he ſpeaks nothing 
but madman : fy on him! Go you, Malvolio ; if it 
be a ſuit from the Count, I am ſick, or not at home : 
What you will, to diſmiſs it. [Exiz Malvolio.] Now 
you ſee, Sir, how your fooling grows old, and peo- 
ple diſlike it. | b 
Clo. Thou haſt ſpoke for us, Madona, as if thy 
eldeſt ſon ſhould be a fool: whoſe ſkull Jove cram 
with brains, for here comes one of thy kin has a 
moſt weak pia mater. f 


S „.ę?)0 . 
| | Enter Sir Toby. | 
l. By mine honour, half drunk. What is he 


at the gate, uncle? 

Sir To. A gentleman, | 

Oli. A gentleman? what gentleman ? 

Sir To. Tis a gentleman. Here——A plague o 
theſe pickle herring ! how now, ſot? | 

Clo. Good Sir Toby, — 

Oli. Uncle, uncle, how have you come ſo early 
by this lethargy ? | | : 

Sir To. Letchery ! I defy letchery: there's one 
at the gate. : SE: | 

Oli. Ay, marry, what is he? 
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Sir To. Let him be the devil and he will, I care 
not: give me faith, ſay I. Well, 'tis all one. ¶ Exit. 

Oli. What's a drunken man like, fool? 

Clo. Like a drown'd man, a fool, and a mad- 
man: one draught above heat makes him a fool; 
the ſecond mads him; and a third drowns him. 

Oli. Go thou and ſeek the coroner, and let him 
ſit o' my uncle; for he's in the third degree of 
drink; he's drown'd ; go, look after him. | 

Clo. He is but mad yet, Madona ; and the fool 
mall look tothe madman. [Exit Clown. 


Enter Malvolio. 


Mal. Madam, yond young fellow ſwears he will 
ſpeak with you. I told him you were ſick; he takes 
on him to underſtand fo much, and there fore gomes. 
to ſpeak with you. I told him you were aſleep; he 
ſeems to have a fore-knowledge of. that too, and 
therefore comes-to- ſpeak with-you. What 1s to be 
ſaid to him, Lady? he's fortified againſt any denial. 

Oli. Tell him, he ſhall not ſpeak. with me. 

Mal. He. has been told ſo; and he ſays, he'II. 
ſtand at your door like a ſheriff's poſt,. and be the 
ſupporter to a bench, but he'll ſpeak. with you. 

Oli. What kind o' man is he?- 

Mal. Why, of mankind. / 

Oli. What manner of man? 

Mal. Of very ill manners y he'Il ſpeak with you, 
will you or no. 

Oli. Of what perſonage and years is he? 

Mal. Not yet old enough for a man, nor young 
enough for a boy; as a (quaſh is before tis a peaſe- 
cod, or a codling when tis almoſt an apple : tis 
with him in ſtanding water between boy, and man. 
He is very well-favour'd, and he ſpeaks very 
ſhrewiſhly; one would think, his mother's milk 
were ſcarce out of him. | | 

Oi. Let him approach: call in my gentle woman. 

Mal. Gentle woman, my Lady calls. [Exits 

8 4 | 
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Enter Maria. 


Oli. Give me my veil: come, throw it o'er my face; 
We'll once more hear Orſino's embaſſy. 


Enter Viola. 


a _ The honourable Lady of the houſe, which 
KS Ine: | 

_ Speak to me, I ſhall anſwer for her: your 
wall: 5 | 

Vio. Moſt radiant, exquiſite, and unmatchable 
beauty——T pray you, tell me, if this be the Lady 
of the houſe, for I never ſaw her. I would be loth 
to caſt away my ſpeech ; for, beſides that it is ex- 
cellently well penn'd, I have taken grea\ pains to 
con it. Good beauties, let me ſuſtain no Cot +: F 
am very comptible, cen : the leaſt finiſter uſage. 

Oli, Whence came you, Sir ? 7 

Vio. I can fay little more than I have ſtudied, 
and that queſtion's out of my part. Good gentle 
one, give me modeſt aſſurance, if you be the Lady 
af the houſe, that I may proceed in my ſpeech. 

Oli. Are you a comedian? | 

Vio. No, my profound heart; and yet, by the 
very fangs of malice, I ſwear, I am not that I play. 
Are you the lady of the houſe ? So 

Oli. If I do not uſurp myſelf, Jam. To 
Vio. Moſt certain, if you are ſhe, you do uſurp 
yourſelf; for what is yours to beſtow, is not yours 
to reſerve; but this is from my commiſſion. I will 
on with my ſpeech in your praiſe, and then ſhew 
you the heart of my meſſage. 

Oli. Come to what is, important in't: I forgive 
you the praiſe. 8 | 

Vio. Alas, F took great pains to ſtudy it, and tis 
oetical. ons - 
Oli. It is the more like to be feign'd. I priy 
you keep it in. I heard you were ſawcy at my 
gates; and I allow'd your approach, rather to won- 
der at you than to hear you, If you be not mad, 
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be gone; if you have reaſon, be brief: *tis not that 
time of the moon with me, to make one in fo ſkip- 


ping a dialogue. . 


Mar. Will you hoiſt fail, Sir; here lyes your way. 

Vio. No, good ſwabber, I am to hull here a 
little longer. Some mollification for your giant, 
ſweet Lady. | 

Oli. Tell me your mind. 

Vio. T am a meſlenger. 

Oli. Sure, you have ſome hideous matter to de- 
liver, when the courteſy of it is ſo fearful. Speak- 
your office. 

Vio. It alone concerns your ear. I bring no 
overture of war, no taxation of homage ; 1 hold 
the olive in my hand: my words are as full of 
peace as matter. | 1 | 

Oli. Yet you began rudely. What are you? 
what would you ? | 

Vio. The rudeneſs that hath appear'd in me, have 
I learn'd from my entertainment. What I am, and 
what I would, are as ſecret as maiden-head: to 
your ears divinity ; to any other's, profanation. 

Oli. Give us the place alone. [ Exit Maria.] We 
will hear this divinity. Now Sir, what is your text? 

Vio. Moſt ſweet Lady, | 

Oli. A comfortable doctrine, and much may be 
ſaid of it. Where lyes your text? 

Vio. In Orſino's boſom. | 

Oli. In his boſom? in what chapter of his boſom? _ 
. Vio. To anſwer by the method, in the firſt of his 

eart. . 

Oli. O, J have read it; it is hereſy. Have you 

no more to ſay? ; | 
Via. Good Madam, let me ſee your face. 

Oli. Have you any commiſſion from your Lord 
to negotiate with my face? you are now out of 
your text; but we will draw the curtain, and thew 
you the picture. Look you, Sir, ſuch a one I wear 
this preſent : ist not well done? [Unveiling. . 

Vi. Excellently done, if God did all. 

Oli. Tis in grain, Sir; *twill endure wind and 
weather. 5 

8.3 
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Vio. Tis beauty truly blent, whoſe red and white 
Nature's own ſweet and cunning hand laid on: 
Lady, you are the cruePſt the alive, > 
If you will lead theſe graces to the grave, 
And leave the world no copy. i 
Oli. O Sir, I will not be ſo hard-hearted: Iwill 
give out diverſe ſchedules of my beauty. It ſhall 
be inventoried, and every particle and utenſil la- 
belPd to my will. As, Item, two lips indifferently 
red. Item, two grey eyes, with lids to them. Item, 
one neck, one chin, and ſo forth. Were you ſent 
| hither to praiſe me? 5 | 
Vio. I ſee you, what you are; you are too proud; 
But if you were the devil, you are fair. 
My Lord and maſter loves you: O, ſuch love 
Could be but recompens'd, tho? you were crown'd 
The non-pareil of beauty! 
Oli. How does he love me? 
Vio. With adorations, with fertile tears, . 
With groans that thunder love, with fighs of fire. 
Oli. Your Lord does know my mind, I cannot 
love him: | | 
Yet I ſuppoſe him virtuous, know him noble, 
Of great eſtate, of freſh and ſtainleſs youth ; 
In voices well divulg'd ; free, learird, and valiant; 
And in dimenſion, and the ſhape of nature, 
A gracious perſon ; but yet I cannot love him; 
He might have took his anſwer long ago. 
Vio. If I did love you in my maſter's flame, 
With ſuch a ſuff'ring, ſuch a deadly life, 
In your denial I would find no ſenſe: 
J would not underſtand it. | ; 
Oli. Why, what would you do? | 
Vio. Make me a willow cabin at your gate, 
And call upon my ſoul within the houte ; | 
Write loyal canto's of contemned love, 5 
And ſing them loud even in the dead of night: 
Follow your name to the reverberant hills, 
And make the babling goſſip of the air 
Cry out, Olivia ! O, you ſhould not reſt 
Between the elements of air and earth, 
But you ſhould pity me. 
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Oli. You might do much: 
What is your parentage ? 
Vio. Above my fortunes, yet my ſtate is well; : 
J am a gentleman. 
Oli. Get you to your Lord; | 
I cannot love him: let him {end no more; 
Unleſs, perchance, you come to me again, 
To tell me how he takes it; fare you well: 
I thank you for your pains; ſpend this for me. 
Vio. J am no fee'd poſt, Lady; keep your purſe 2 
My maſter, not myſelf, lacks recompence. 
Love make his heart of flint that you ſhall love; 
And let your fervour, like my maſter's, be 
Plac'd in contempt! farewell, fair cruelty. Exit. 
Oli. What is your parentage ? 
Above my fortunes, yet my ſtate is well ; 
J am a gentleman. Pl be ſworn thou art. 
Thy tongue, thy face, thy limbs, actions and ſpirit, 
Do give thee five-fold blazon. Not too faſt— 
foft ! ſoft! a 
Unleſs the maſter were the man. How WR 
Even ſo quickly may one catch the plague ? 
Methinks I feel this youth's perfections, 
With an invifible and ſubtile ſtealth, 
To creep in at mine eyes. Well, let it be— 
What, ho, Malvolio.— | 


Euter Malvolio. 


Mal. Here, Madam, at your ſervice. | 
Oli. Run after that ſame peeviſh meſſenger, 
The Duke's man; he left this ring behind 19275 
Would I, or not: tell him, Pl none of it. 
Deſire him not to flatter with his Lord, 
Nor hold him up with hopes; I am not for him: : 
If that the youth will come this way to-morrow, _ 
I'll give him reaſans fort. Hie thee, Malvolio. 
Mal. Madam, I will. [ Ex3ty 
Oli. I do I know not what; and fr to find 
Mine eye. too great a Aatterer for my mind. 
Fate, thew thy force; ourſelves we do not owe; 
Kat? is decreed, muſt be; and be this ſo.!. [Exit., 
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4A r K. SCENE * 
| The Street. 


Enter Antonio and Sebaſtian. 
| ' Antonio. 


| * you ſtay no longer? nor will you not 
that I go with you? 155 
Seb. By your patience, no: my ſtars ſhine dark 
ly over me; the malignancy of my fate might, per- 
haps, diſtemper yours ; therefore I {hall crave of- 
you your leave, that I may bear my evils alone. It 
were a bad recompence for your love, to lay any 
of them on ou. _ 
Aut. Let me yet know of you, whither you are 
bound. 8 
Seb. No, in ſooth, Sir; my determinate voyage is 
meer extravagancy.: but I perceive in you fo excel- 
lent a touch of modeſty, that you will not extort 
from me what I am willing to keep in; therefore it- 
charges me in manners the rather to expreſs myſelf: - 
you muſt know of me then, Antonio, my name is- 
Sebaſtian, which I call'd Rodorigo; my father 
was that Sebaſtian of Meſſaline, whom, I know, 
you have heard of. He left behind him, myſelf, 
and a ſiſter, both born in one hour; if the heav'ns 
had been pleas'd, would we had ſo ended! but 
you, Sir, alter'd that; for, ſome hour before you. 
took me from the breach of the ſea, was my ſiſter 
drown'd. 185 
Ant. Alas, the day! 1 55 
Seb. A lady, Sir, though it was ſaid ſhe much re- 
ſembled me, was yet of many accounted beautiful; *? 
but though I could not with ſuch eſtimable wonder 
overfar believe that, yet this far I will boldly pub- I 
Ih her, ſhe bore a mind that envy could not but „ 
call fair: ſhe is drown'd already, Sir, with ſalt wa- 4 
ter, though. I ſeem. to drown her .remembrance - 
again with more. 
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Orſino's court; farewell. 


g 2% MHAT YOU Witr 21 


Aunt. Pardon me, Sir, your bad entertainment. 
Seb. O good Antonio, forgive me your trouble, 
Ant. If you will not murder me for my love, 
let me be your ſervant, | 5 
Seb. If you will not undo what you have done, 
that is, kill him whom you have recover'd, deſire 
it not. Fare ye well at once; my boſom is full of 
kindneſs, and I am yet ſo near the manners of my 
mother, that upon the leaſt occaſion more, mine 
eyes will tell tales of me: I am bound to the Duke 
Ne hs [ Exit. 
Ant. The gentleneſs of all the gods go with thee ! 
I have made enemies in Orſino's court, 
Eife would I very ſhortly tee thee there. 
But come what may, I do adore thee ſo, 
The danger ſhall ſeem ſport, and I will go 
| | [Exit. 
SC: ENS; 
Enter Viola and Malvolio, az ſeveral doors. 


Mal. Were pot you e'en now with the Counteſs 
Olivia ? | Er 

F{o, Even now, Sir; on a moderate pace I have. 
ſince arrived but hither. ; 

Mal. She returns this ring to you, Sir; yeu 
might have ſaved me my pains, to have taken it 
away yourſelf She adds moreover, that yon ſhould 


put your Lord into a deſperate aſſurance, ſhe will 


none of him. And one thing more, that you be 
never ſo hardy to come again in his affairs, unleſs 
it be to report your Lord's taking of this. Receive 
it ſo 

Vio. She took the ring of me; Dll none of it. 
Mal. Come, Sir, you peevithly threw it to her, 


and her will is, it ſhould be ſo return'd: if it be 


worth ſtooping for, there it lyes in your eye; if 


not, be it his that finds it. 3 


Vio. J left no ring with her; what means this 
Lady ? 

Fortune forbid, my outſide have not charm'd her! 
She made good view of me; indeed ſo much, 
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That, ſure, methought her eyes had loſt her 


tongue 7; 
For ſhe did Dent in ſtarts diſtractedly: 
She loves me, ſure; the cunning of her paſſion 
Invites me in this churliſhi meſſenger. 
None of my Lord's ring; why, he ſent her none. 
J am the man — If it be fo, (as, 'tis;) 
Poor Lady, ſhe were better love a dream. 
Diſguiſe, I ſee chou art a wickedneſs, 


Wherein the pregnant enemy does much. 
How ealy is it, for the proper falſe L 
In women's waxen hearts to {et their forms *#! 
Alas, our frailty is the cauſe, not we, x 
For ſuch as we are made, if ſuch we be. 3 


How will this fadge ? my maſter loves her dearly,. 
And I, poor monſter, fond as much on him; 4 
And ſhe miſtaken ſeems to doat on me. . 
What will become of this? as J am man, E 
My ſtate is deſperate for my maſter's love; 
AI amr woman, (now, alas the day!) © 
What thriftleſs ſighs ſhall poor Olivia breathe ? 
© time, thou muſt untangle this, not I ; 
It is too hard a. knot for me t'unty. [Exit: 


II. 
Changes to. Olivia“ Houſe... 


Enter Sir Toby, and Sir Andrew. 
Sir To. Approach, Sir Andrew: not to be a-bed 


+ We ſay a man les his company, when they go one 
way and he goes another. So Olivia's tongue 4% her 
eyes; her tongue was talking of the Duke, and her eyes 
gazing on his meſſenger. Johnſon. . 

This is obſcure. The meaning is, how eaſy is diſguiſe 
to women; how eaſtly does their own falſehood, contained 
in their waxen changeable hearts, enable them to aſſume 
deceitful appearances. — 

The two next lines are perhaps tranſpoſed, and ſhould 

be read thus: | HY 
For fuch as we are made, if ſuch we be, 


Alas, our frailty, is the cauſe, not we. 


ner 


* 
4 
= 
= 
_ 
N 
3 
1 
8 


5e. % WHAT YOU WILL a 


after midnight, is to be up betimes ; and Diluculo 
ſurgere, thou know'ſt, —— | : 

Fir And. Nay, by my troth, I know not: but I 
know, to be up late, is to be up late. 

Sir To. A falſe concluſion: I hate it, as an un- 
fill'd cann; to be up after midnight, and to go to 
bed then, is early; ſo that to go to bed after mid- 
night, is to go to bed betimes Does not our life 
conſiſt of the four elements? | | 

Sir And. Faith, ſo they ſay; but, I think, it ra- 
ther conſiſts of eating and drinking. 

Sir To. TWart a ſcholar, let us therefore eat and 
drink. Maria! I ſay! — a ſtoop of wine. 


Enter Clown. 


Sir And. Here comes the fool, i' faith. 

Clo. How now, my hearts? did. you never ſee the 
picture of we three? 

Sir To. Welcome, aſs, now let's have a catch. 

Sir And. By my troth, the fool has an excellent 
breaſt. I had rather than forty ſhillings I had ſuch 
a leg, and ſo ſweet a breath to ſing, as the fool has. 
In ſooth, thou waſt in very gracious fooling laſt 
night, when thou ſpok*ſt of hgh erat of the 
Vapiaus pailing the equinoctial of Queubus: 'twas 
very good, i' faith: I ſent thee ſix- pence forthy 
leman, had'ſt it? a 

Clo. I did impeticos * thy gratility; for Malvolio's 
noſe is no whip-ſtock. My Lady has a white hand, 
and the Myrmidons are no bottle-ale houſes. 

Sir And. Excellent: why, this is the beſt fooling, 
when all is done. Now, a ſong 

Sir To. Come on, there's ſix-pence for you. Let's 


have a ſong. 


Sir Aud. There's a teſtril of me too; if one 
Enight give a 

Clo. Would you have a love-ſong, or a ſong of 
good life? 

Sir To. A love-ſong, a love-ſong. 

Sir And. Ay, ay, I care not for good life. 


He means to ſay, impocket thy gratuity. Hanmer, 
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Clown ſings. . 


O miſtreſs mine, where are you roaming? 
O ſtay and hear, your true love's coming, 
That can ſing both high and low. 
Trip no further, pretty ſweeting, 
_ Fourney's end in lover's meeting, | 
very wiſe man's ſon doth know. 


3 Sir Aud; Excellent good, i faith! 
Sir To. Good, good. 


Clo. What is Iove? "tis not hereafter, 
Preſent mirth hath preſent laughter, 
What's to come, is ſtill unſure 5 

In delay there lyes no plenty, \ 
Then come kiſs me, ſweet, and twenty ; 
Youtl”s-a ftuff will not endure. 


Sir And. A mellifluous voice, as I am a true 

knight. ; Fr 

Sir To. A contagious breath. | 

Sir And. Very {weet and contagious, i' faith. 

Sir To. To hear by the noſe, it is dulcet in con- 
tagion. But ſhall we make the welkin dance, in- 
deed ? Shall we rouze the night-owl, in a catch 
that will draw thee ſouls out of one weaver ? ſhall 
we do that ? 

Sir And. An you love me, let's do't: I am a dog 
at a catch, | 

Clo. By'r lady, Sir, and ſome dogs will catch wel. 

Sir And. Moſt certain? let our catch be, Thow 

Rnave. TO 

Clo. Hold thy peace, thou knave, knight. I ſhall 
be conſtrain'd in't, to call thee knave, knight. 

Sir And. Tis not the firſt time I have conſtrain- 
ed one to call me knave. Begin, fool; it begins, 
Hold thy peace. 

Clo. T ſhall never begin, if I hold my peace. 

Sir And. Good, i' faith: come, begin. 

9 _ [They ſing: a catch *. 


Thi catch is loſt. Joh»fou, 


* 


. 


in Babylon, lady, lady. 
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3 "CE NE Iv” 
Enter Maria. 


Mar. What a datterwauling do you keep here? 
If my Lady have not calPd up her ſteward, Mal- 
volio, and bid him turn you out of doors, never 
Tut me. _ - 55 N | 

Sir To. My Lady's a Catayan, we are politicians, 
Malvolio's a Peg-a-Ramſey, and Three merry men 
be we. Am not I a conſanguineous? am not I of 
her blood? Tilly valley t, Lady! there dwelt a man 

£7 Singing. 

Clo. Beſhrew me, the knight's in admirable 
fooling. 

Sir And, Ay, he does well enough if he be diſ- 
pos'd, and ſo do I too: he does it with a better 
grace, but I do it more natural. | 

Sir To. O, tie twelfth day of December, Singing. 

Mar. For the love o' God, peace. es, 


Enter Malvolio. 
Mal. My maſters, are you mad? or what are 


you? have you no wit, manners, nor honeſty, but 


to gabble like tinkers at this time of night? do ye 
make an alehouſe of my Lady's houſe, that ye ſqueak 
out your coziers * catches without any mitigation 
or remorſe of voice ? is there no reſpect of place, 
perſons, nor time in you? 5 Py 
Sir To. We did keep time, Sir, in our catches. 
Sneck up! | [Hiccoughs. - 
Mal. Sir Toby, I muſt be round with you. My 
Lady bade me tell you, that tho? ſhe harbours you 
as her uncle, {he's nothing ally'd to your diſorders. 


If you can ſeparate yourſelf and your miſdemea- 


nors, you are welcome to the houſe: if not, an it 
would pleaſe you to take leave of her, ſhe is very 
willing to bid you farewell. 


Tilly valley was an interjection of contempt, which 
Sir Thomas More's lady is recorded to have had very 
often in her mouth. ohn. | 

i. e. Coblers catches. Rewy/al. 
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Sir To. Farewell, dear heart, ſince I muſt needs be 
one. © 
Mal. Nay, good Sir Toby. i 

Clo. His eyes do ſhew, his days are almoſt done. 
1 Mal. Is't even fo? © | | | 

Sir To. But I will never die. 

Clo. Sir Toby, there you lie. 

Mal. This is much credit to you. „ 

Sir To. Shall I bid him go ?  [Singing. 

Clo. What an if you do ? | | 

Sir To. Shall I bid him go, and ſpare not? 

Clo. O no, no, no, you dare not. 

Sir To. Out o' time, Sir, ye lie: art thou any 
more than a ſteward? doſt thou think, becauſe thou 
art virtuous, there ſhall be no more cakes and ale? 

Clo. Yes, by St Anne; and ginger ſhall be hot 
i' th? mouth too. | ; 

Sir To. Thowrt i' th' right. —Go, Sir, rub your 
chain with crums.—A ſtoop of wine, Maria. 

Mal. Miſtreſs Mary, if you priz'd my Lady's fa- 
your at any thing more than contempt, you would 

not give means for this uncivil rule: ſhe ſhall know 
of it, by this hand, 1 HON [Exit. © 

Mar, Go ſhake your ears. To 

Sir And. Twere as good a deed as to drink when 
a man's a hungry, to challenge him to the field, 
and then to 'break promiſe with him, and make a 
fool of him. 

Sir To. Do't, knight, I'll write thee a challenge: 
or I'll deliver thy indignation to him by word of 
mouth. 

Maur. Sweet Sir Toby, be patient for to-night; 
ſince the youth of the Duke's was to day with my 
Lady, ſhe is much out of quiet. For Monſieur 
Malvolio, let me alone with him: if I do not gull 
him into a nayword, and make him a common re- 
creation, do not think I have wit enough to ly 
ſtraight in my bed: I know I can do it. > 

Sir To. Poſſeſs us, poſſeſs us, tell us ſomething 
of him. | 5 5 
Mar. Marry, Sir, ſometimes he is a kind of a 
Puritan. : : | [ 
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2 And. O, if I thought that, I'd beat him like 
a dog. 
Sir Fo. What, for being a Puritan? thy exqui- 
ſite reaſon, dear knight. 1 
Sir And. I have no exquiſite reaſon for't, but I 
have reaſon good enough. . 
Mar. The devil a Puritan that he is, or any 
thing conſtantly but a time - pleaſer; an affectionꝰd * 
aſs, that cons ſtate without book, and utters it b 


great ſwaths; the beſt perſuaded of himſelf; ſo 


cram'd, as he thinks, with excellencies, that it 


is his ground of faith, that all that look on him, 


love him: and on that vice in him will my revenge 
find notable cauſe to work. i 

Sir To. What wilt thou do? 

Mar. I will drop in his way ſome obſcure epiſtles 


of love, wherein, by the colour. of his beard, the 


ſhape of his leg, the manner of his gait, the ex- 
reſſure of his eye, forehead, and completion, he 
Mall find himſelf moſt feelingly perſonated. I can 
write very like my Lady, your niece; on a forgot- 
ten matter we can hardly make diſtinction of our 
hands. | NS 

Sir To. Excellent! I ſmell a device. 

Sir And. I have't in my noſe too. 

Sir To: He ſhall think by the letters that thon 
wilt drop, that they come from my niece, and 
that ſhe is in love with him. | 
a Mar. My purpoſe is, indeed, a horſe of that co- 
our. | 

Sir And. And your horſe now would make him 
an als. -*-. E: CLE 

Mar. Aſs, I doubt not. 

Sir And. O, "twill be admirable. 
Mar. - 5 royal, I warrant you: I know my 
work with him. I will plant you two, 
and let the fool make a third, where he {hall find 
the letter : obſerve his conſtruction of it. For this 
night to bed, and dream on the event. Farewell. 
| : [ Exit. 


Affection d, for full n. Warburton. 
2 | 
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Sir To. Good night, Pentheſilea. 

Sir And. Before me, ſhe's a good wench. 

Sir To. She's a beagle true-bred,. and « one that 
adores me: what oꝰ that? 

Sir And. I was ador'd once too. 

Sir To. Let's to bed, knight. Thou hadſt need 
ſend for more money. 
Sir And. If I cannot recover your niece, I am a 
foul way out. | 
Sir To. Send for money, knight; if thou haſt how 
not i' ih end, call me Cut. 

'Sir And. If I do not, never. truſt me, take it how. 
you will. 

Sir To. Come, come, PU go burn ſome ſack; is 
too late to go to bed now. Come, Ct” ; come, 
kni Spr. e [Exeunt. 


<4 CENCE: MX 
Changes to the Palace. 


Enter Duke, Viola, Curio, and others. 


© Duke. Give me ſome muſic now. —Good Morrow, 
friends — | 

Now, good Ceſario, but that piece of "OY 
T hat old and antique ſong, we heard laſt night: 
Methought it did reheve my paſſion much; 
More than light airs, and recollected terms 
Of theſe molt briſk and giddy-paced times. 
— Come, but one verſe. | 
Cur. He is not here, fo pleaſe your 9 char 
ſhould ſing it. 

Duke. Who was it? : 

Cur. Feſte, the Jeſter, my Lord, a fool thas the 
Lady Olivia's father took much delight! in. He is 
about the houſe. 

Duke. Seek him out, and play the tune the while. 
[£x. Curio. ¶ Muſic. 
2 -bitber, boy. If ever thou ſhalt love, 


In the ſweet pangs of it, remember me; 


For ſuch as I am, all true lovers are; 
Unſtaid and Kittiſh in all motions ele, 
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Save in the conſtant image of the creature 
5 That is belov'd. How doſt thou like this tune? 
at Vio. It gives a very echo to the ſeat 
| Where love is thron'd. 
Duke. Thou doſt ſpeak maſterly. 
My life upon't, young tho? thou art, thine eye 
Hath ſtaid upon ſome favour that it loves: 
. Hath*it not, boy? 
Vie. A little, by your favour. 
Duke. What kind of woman ist ? 
Vio. Of your completion.  _ 
Duke. She is not worth thee then. What years, 
| i faith? EO | | 
Vio. About your years, my Lord. 
Dake. Too old, by heavn : let ſtill the woman take 
An elder-than herſelf, fo wears the to him; 
So {ways ſhe level in her huſband's heart. 
For, boy, however we do praiſe ourſelves, 
Our fancies are more giddy and unfirm, 
More longing, wavering, ſooner loſt and won, 
Than women's are. | | 
Vio. I think it well, my Lord. | 
Duke. Then let thy love be younger than thyfelf, 
Or thy affection cannot hold the bent: | 
For women are as roles, whole fair flower 
Being once diſplay'd, doth fali that very hour. 
Vio. And ſo they are: alas that they are fo, 
To die even when they to perfection grow! 


Enter Curio and Clown. 


Day fellow, come. The ſong we had laſt 
: night, 
Mark it, 5 it is old and plain; 
The ſpinſters and the knitters in the ſun, 
And the free maids that weave their thread with 
bones, 
Do uſe to chaunt it: it is ſilly ſooth, 
And dallies with the innocence of love, 
Like the old age. 
Clo. Are you ready, Sir? 
Duke. Ay; pr'ythee, * [Muſic 


* 
Be. 
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Come away, come away, death, 
And in ſad cypreſs let me be laid ; 
#ly away, fly away, breath, 
I am ſlain by a fair cruel maid. 
My fterowd- of white, 1 all with Jewg 
prepare it. 
My part of death no one ſo true 
Did e it. 5 
Not a flower, not a flower ſueet, 
On my black coffin let > Fh be ftrows . 
Not a friend, not a friend greet 


V poor cor pſe, where mybones ſhall be 6 


A thouſand thouſand ſighs to ſave, 
Lay me, O] where 

True lover neuer find m y Henn, 
To weep there. 


| Duke. There's for thy pains. 
Clo. No er. Sir; I take pleaſure in finging, Sir. 
Dufte. T'll pay thy pleaſure then. 


Cho. Truly, Sir, and . will be paid one time 


or other. 
Dufte. Give me now aw to leave thee, 

Clo. Now the melancholy God protect thee, and 
the tailor make thy doublet of changeable taffata, 
for thy mind is a very opal ! I would have men of 
ſuch conſtancy pur to ſea, that their buſineſs might 
be every thing, and their intent every where; for | 
that's it that always makes a good voyage of no- 


thing. Farewell. [Exit. 
. 
Duke. Let all the reſt give place. [Exennt, 


Once more, Ceſario, 

Get thee to yond ſame ſovereign Cruelty 
Tell her, my love, more noble than the ene 
Prizes not quantity of dirty lands; 

The parts that fortune hath beſtow'd upon her, 


7 A precious ſtone of almoſt all colours, Pope. 
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Tell her, I hold as giddily as fortune : 
But 'tis that miraele, and Queen of gems, 
That nature pranks her in, attracts my ſoul. d 
Vio. But if ſhe cannot love you, Sir —— 
Duke. I cannot be fo anſwer'd. 
Vio. Sooth, but you mult. 
Say, that ſome. Lady, as, perhaps, there is, 
Hath for your love as great a pang of heart 
As you have for Olivia: you cannot love her; 
You tell her ſo ; muſt ſhe not then be anſwer'd? 
Dube. There is no woman's ſides 
Can bide the beating of ſo ſtrong a paſſion, 
As love doth give my heart : no. womar's heart 
So big to hold ſo much; they lack retention. 
Alas, their love may be calPd appetite : 
No motion of the hver, but the palate, 
That ſuffers ſurfeit, cloyment, and revolt; 
But mine is all as hungry as the ſea, 
And can digeſt as much ; make no compare 
Between that love a woman can bear me,, 
And that I owe Olivia. 
Vio. Ay, but I know 
Duke. What doſt thou know ? 


Vio. Too well what love women to men may owe; 


In faith, they are as true of heart as we. 
My father had a daughter lov'd a man, 
As it might be, perhaps, were I a woman, 
I ſhould your Lordſhip. | 
Duke. And what's her hiſtory > | 
Vio. debe my Lord: She never told her love, 
But let concealment, like a worm Yth? bud, 
Feed on her damaſk cheek :. the pin'd in thought; 
And, with a green and yellow melancholy, 
She ſat like Patience on a monument, 
Smiling at grief. Was not this love, indeed? 
We men may ſay more, {wear more; but, indeed, 
Our ſhows are more than will ; for ſtill we prove 
Much in our vows, bur little in our love. : 
Duke. But dy'd thy ſiſter of her love, my boy? 
Vio. I'm all the daughters of my father's houſe, 
And all the brothers too—and yet I know not— 
Sir, ſhall I to this Lady? | 


— 
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Duke. Ay, that's the theme. 
To her in haſte; give her this jewel : bs Fa 
My love can give no place, bide no denay. [Excunr. 
S CEN E VII. 


Changes to Olivia“, Garden. 


Enter Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and Fabian. 


Sir To. Come thy ways, Signor Fabian. 
Fab. Nay, Pl come; if I loſe a ſcruple of this ſporty 
let me be boil'd to death with melancholy. - 


Sir To. Would'ſt thou not be glad to have the 
niggardly raſcally ſheep-biter come by ſome notable 


ſhame? 

Fab. I would exult, man: you ls he brought 
me out of favour with my Lady, + about a War PATE 
ing here. 

Sir To. To anger him, we'll have the bear. again; 
and we will fool him black and blue; ſhall we not, 
Sir Andrew? i 
Sir ns. An we ds not, it's pity of our lives. 


Enter Maria. 


Sir To. Here comes the little villain : how now, 
my nettle of India ? 

Mar. Get ye all three into the box tree; 5 Mal- 
volio's coming down this walk; he has been yonder 
Prh? ſun practiſing behaviour to his on ſhadow 
this half hour. Obſerve him, for the love of mock- 
ery; for I know this letter will make a contem- 

lative idiot of him. Cloſe, in the name of jeſting! 


Y 


ye thou there; for here comes the trout that mutt 


* mn with tickling. 
[Throws down a letter, and exit. 
SG: BE Nn. 
Euter Malvolio. 


Mal. Tis but fortune, all is fortune. Maria 
once told me, ſhe did affect me; and I have heard 


herſelf come thus near, that ſhould ſhe fancy, it 
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ſhould be one of my complection. Beſides, ſhe uſes 
me with a more exalted reſpect than any one elle 
that follows her. What ſhould I think owt ? 

Sir To. Here's an over-weening rogue. 


Fab. O, peace: contemplation makes a rare tur- 


key-cock of him; how be jets under his Me ah 
plums ! 

Sir Aud. sSlife, I could ſo beat the rogue. 

Sir To. Peace, I ſay. 

Lal, To be Count Malvolio,. —— 

Sir To. Ah, rogue! 

Sir And. Piſtol him, piſtol] him. 

Sir To. Peace, peace. 

Mal. There is example for't : the Lady of the 
Strachy married the yeoman of the wardrobe. 

Sir And. Fie on him, Jezebel ! 

Fab. O, peace, now he's deeply in; look how 
imagination blows him. 

Mal. Having been three months married to her, 
fitting in my ftate 


Sir To. O for a 83 to hit him in the 


eye! 

Mal. Calling my officers about me, in my branch'd 
velvet gown; having come down from a day bed, 
where I have left Olivia ſleeping. 

Kr To. Fire and brimſtone ! 

Fab. O, peace, peace. | 

Mal. And then to have the humour of ſtate ; 
and after a. demure travel of regard, telling them, 
I know my place, as I would they ſhould do theirs— 
to aſk for. my uncle Toby—— 

Sir To. Bolts and ſhackles! 

Fab. Oh, peace, peace, peace; now, now. 

Mal. Seven of my peo e with an obedient ſtart 

make out for him: I 3 the while, and, per- 
chance, wind up my watch, or play with ſome rick 
jewel. Toby approaches, curtſies there to me. 
Sir To. Shall this fellow live? 

Fab. Tho? our ſilence be drawn from us with 
cares, yet, peac 

Hal. I en my hand to him thus; quenching 
my familiar ſmile with an auſtere regard of controul. 


. 


. 
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Sir To. And does not Toby take you a blow o 
th lips then? 
Mal. Saying, uncle Toby, my fortunes having 


_ eaſt me on your niece, give me this pr erogative of 


time with a fooliſh knight 


ſpeech 
Sir To. What, what? 
Mal. You muſt amend your drunkenneſs. 
Sir To. Out, ſcab. 


Fab. Nay, patience, or we break the ſine ws of 


our plot. 
Mal. Beſides, you waſte the treaſure of your 


Sir And. That's me, I warrant YOu. 
Mal. One Sir Andrew, 


fool. 

Mal. What . have we here ? 

[Laking up the letter. 

Fab. Now 1s the woodcock near the gin. 

Sir To. Oh peace! now the ſpirit of humours in- 
timate reading aloud to him! 

Mal. By my life, this is my Lady's hand : theſe 
be her very C's, her U's, and her 7's, and thus 
makes the her great P's. It is, in contempt of que- 
ſton, her hand. 

e And. Her C's, her U's, and her T's: why 
at? 

Mal. To the unknown belovd; this, and my good 
Wiſhes; her very phraſes. By your leave, wax. Soft! 
and the impreſſure her Lucrece, with which ſhe 


uſes to ſeal; *tis my Lady : to whom ſhould this be ? 


Fab: This wins him, liver and all. 
Mal. Fove knows I love, but who 
Lips do not move, no man muſt know. 
No man muſt know—— what follows ? the number's 
alter. d no man muſt know——if this ſhould ve 
thee, Malvolio? 
Sir To. Marry, hang thee, brock 
Mal. I may command, where I adore ; 
But ſilence, like a Lucrece knife, 
With Ble odleſs ſtroke my heart dth gore ;, 
M. O. A. 1 . doth ſway my life. 


Sir And, I knew "twas I; for many do call me 


on, 
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Fab. A fuſtian riddle, 

Sir To. Excellent wench, ſay I. 

Mal. M. O. A. I. doth ſway my life—nay, but 

firſt, let me ſee—-lEt me ſee 
Fab. What a diſh of poiſon has ſhe dreſs'd him? 

| 2 To. And with what wing the ſtannyel checks 

At it: 7 . 


may command me : I ſerve her, ſhe is my Lady. 
Why, this is evident to any“ formal capacity, 
* There is no obſtruction in this and the end 
| what ſhould that alphabetical poſition portend ? if 
I _ make that reſemble ſomething in me? ſoftly 
II. O. A. I. EY 


10 Sir To. O, ay! make up that; he is now at a 


cold ſcent. 
Fab. Sowter will cry upon't for all this, tho? it 


& be not as rank as a fox. 
Mal. M.—Matvolio—— 1.——whby, that begins 
1 my name. 


- Fab. Did not I ſay, he would work it out? the 
i cur is excellent at faults. | 
" Mal. M. But then there is no conſonancy in the 
1 ſequel; That ſuffers under probation: A ſhould 
follow, but O does. 

Fab. And O + ſhall end, I hope. 

Sir To. Ay, or Pl cudgel him, and make him 
cry, O. | 1 e 

Mal. And then I comes behind. 

Fab. Ay, and you had any eye behind you, you 
might ſee more detraction at your heels than for- 
tunes before you. 


— Thy Y * 7 


R 


Mal. . O. A. I. This ſimulation 4 is not as the 


former — and yet to cruſh this a little, it would 
bow to me, for every one of theſe letters is in my 
name. Soft, here follows proſe—— F this full into 
thy hand, revolve. In my ſtars I am above thee, but 


* Formal, for common. Warburton. 


+ By O is here meant, what we now call a hempen 


colar. Johnſon. ; by 
Simulation for reſemblance. 


Mal. I may command where I adore. Why, ſhe 
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be not afraid of greatneſs; fone are born great, 
ſome atchieve greatneſs, and ſome have greatneſs 
zhruſt upon them. Thy fates open their hands, let 
thy blood and ſpirit embrace them; and to inure thy- 
ſelf to what thou art like to be, caſt thy humble 
ſlough, and appear freſh. Be oppoſite with a kinſ- 
man, ſurly with ſervants : let thy tongue tang. ar- 
guments of ſtate ; put thyſelf into the trick of ſin- 
gularity. She thus adviſes thee, that ſighs for thee. 
Remember who commended thy yellow ſtockings, and 
wiſh'd to ſee thee ever croſs-garter'd. I ſay, re- 
member; go to, thou art made, if thou deſireſt to be 
Jo: if not, let me ſee thee a ſteward ſtill,-the fel- 
low of ſervants, and not worthy to touch  fortune's 
fingers. Farewell. She, that' would alter ſervices 
with thee, the fortunate and a" 0 Day-light and 
champion diſcovers no more : this 1s open. I will 
be proud, I will read politic authors, I will baffle 
Sir Toby, I will waſh off groſs acquaintance, I will 
be point de vice, the very man. I do not now fool 
myſelf, to let imagination jade me; for every rea- 
ſon excites to this, that my Lady loves me. She 
did commend my yellow ſtockings of late, ſhe did 
praiſe my leg, being croſs-garter?d; and in this ſhe 
manifeſts herſelf to, my love, and with a kind of 
injunction drives me to theſe habits of her liking. 
I thank my ſtars, T am happy : I will be ſtrange, 
ſtout, in yellow ſtockings, and croſs-garter'd, even 
with the ſwiftneſs of putting on. Jove, and my 
ſtars be praiſed !—Kere is yet a poſtſcript. Thow 
canſt not chuſe but know who I am + if thou enter- 
zaineſt my love, let it appear in thy ſmiling ; thy 
ſmiles become thee well. © Therefore in my preſence 
till ſmile, dear my ſweet, 1 rs Jove, I 
thank thee ! I will ſmile, I will do every thing that 
thou wilt have me. | Exit. 
Fab. I will not give my part of this ſport for a 
penſion of thouſands to be paid from the Sophy. 

ir To. T-eould marry this wench for this device. 
Sir And. So could I too Parra 

Sir To. And aſk no other dowry with her, but 
ſuch another jeſt, e 8 


Enter Maria. 
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Fir And. Nor I neither. 


Fab. Here comes my noble gull-catcher. 
Sir To. Wilt thou ſet thy foot o' my necx? 
Sir Aud. Or o' mine either? 
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Sir To. Shall I play my freedom at tray- trip 5 


and become thy bond-ſlave ? 

Sir And. I'faith, or I either? | 
Sir To. Why, thou haſt put him in ſuch a dream. 
that when the image of it leaves him, be mulſt run 


mad. 


Mar. Nay, but ſay true, does it work upon him? 
Sir To. Like aquavitæ with a midwife. 
: il then ſee the fruits of the ſport, 
mark his firſt approach before my Lady: he will 
come to her in yellow ſtockings, and 'tis a colour 
ſhe abhors; and croſs-garter'd, a faſhion ſhe de- 
teſts; and he will {mile upon her, which will now 
be ſo unſuitable to her diſpoſition, being addicted 
to a melancholy, as ſhe is, that it cannot put turn 
him into a notable. contempt : if you will fee it, 


Mar. If you wi 


Follow me. 


Sir To. To the gates of Tartar, thou moſt ex- 


-cellent devil of wit! 


Sir And. PII make one too, 


a cr HI. 


"Enter Viola and Clown. 
Viola. 
"Gave thee, friend, and thy muſic. 


by thy tabor ? 


| + Mr Stevens ſuppoſes tray- trip to 18 becn a game 
chen in faſhion, 


VO I. III. 


8 E NE I. 
Olivia s Garden. 


D 


[Exeunt. 


| Doſt thou live 
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Clo. No, Sir, I live by the church. | 

Vio. Art thou a churchman ? | 

Clo. No ſuch matter, Sir; I do live by the church; 
for I do live at my houſe, and my houſe doth ſtand 
by the church. - 8 | | 
Vio. So thou may'ſt ſay the king lyes by a beg- 
gar, if a beggar dwelt near him; or the church 
ſtands by thy tabor, if thy tabor ſtand by the 
church. | | | | | 

Clo. You have ſaid, Sir. To ſee this age 
A ſentence is but a chey'ril glove * to a good wit; 
how quickly the wrong fide may be turned out- 
Wane: > ob | 5 
Vio. Nay, that's certain; they that dally nicely 
with words, may quickly make them wanton. _ 

Clo. I would, therefore, my ſiſter had had no 
name, Sir. | WI 

Vio. Why, man ? e | 8 

Clo. Why, Sir, her name's a word; and to dally 
with that word, might make my ſiſter wanton: 
but indeed words are very raſcals, ſince bonds diſ- 
grac'd them. 7 

Vio. Thy reaſon, man ? 

Clo. Troth, Sir, I can yield you none without 
words; and words are grown ſo falſe, I am loth to 
prove reaſon with them. N 0 

Vio. I warrant thou art a merry fellow, and ca- 
reſt for nothing. oe 

Clo. Not ſo, Sir, I do care for ſomething ; but, 
in my. conſcience, Sir, I do not care for you : if 
that be to care for nothing, Sir, I would it would 
make you inviſible, . ö 

Vio. Art not thou the Lady Olivia's fool? 

Clo. No indeed, Sir; the Lady Olivia has no 
folly ; ſhe will keep no fool, Sir, till the be mar- 
ried; and fools are as like huſbands, as pilchers 
are to herrings; the huſband's the bigger. I am, 
indeed, not her fool, but her corrupter of words. 

Vio. I ſaw thee late at the Duke Orſino's. | 

Clo. Foolery, Sir, does walk about the orb like. 


8 A glove made of a kid's ſx in. 
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the ſun; it ſhines every where. I would be ſorry, 


Sir, but the fool ſhould be as oft with your maſter; 


as. with my miſtreſs ; I think I law your wiſdom 


there. 
Vio. Nay, an thou paſs upon me, I'll no more 


with thee. Hold, there's expences for thee. 


Clo. Now Jove, in his next commodity of hair, 
ſend thee a beard! 5 | 

Vio. By my troth, Þll tell thee, I am almoſt fick - 
for one, though I would not have it grow-on my 
chin. Is thy lady within ? 

Clo. Would not a pair of theſe have bred, Sir? 

Vio. Yes, being kept together, and put to ule. 

Clo. I would play Lord Pandarns of Phrygia, 5 
to bring a Creſhda to this Troilus. | 

Vio. 1 underſtand you, Sir; tis well begg'd. 

Clo. The matter, I hope, 1s not great, Sir; bez- 
ging but a beggar : Creilida was a beggar. My 
lady is within, Sir; I will conſter to them whence 
you come : who you are, and what you would, is 
out of my welkin; I might ſay el;ment ; bur the 
word is over-Worn. [ Exit. 

Vio. This fellow is wiſe enough to play the fool; 
And, to do that well, craves a kind of wit: 

He muſt obſerve their mood on whom he jeſts, 
The quality of the perſons, and tiie time; 

. d, like the haggard, check at every feather 
That comes before his eye. This is a practice 
As full of labour as a wiſe man's art: 

For folly, that he wiſely ſhew s, Is fit; 
But wiſe men's folly fall'n *, quite taints their wit. 


8 . N X. 
Euter Sir Toby and Sir Andrew. 


Sir And. Save von, gentleman. 
Vio. And you, Sir. 
Sir To. Dieu vous guarde, Monſieur. 
Vio. Et vous auſſi; votre ſerviteur. 
Sir To. I hope, Sir, 1 vou are; and I am vours. 


5 _ ſhewn, Lanmer. 
; Þ „ 
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Will you encounter the houſe? my niece is deſi- 
rdus you ſhould enter, if your trade be to her. 

Vio. Jam bound to your niece, Sir; 1 mean, ſhe 
is the liſt of my voyage. 

Sir To. Taſte your legs, Sir, put them to motion. 

Vio. My legs do better underſtand me, Sir, than 
I underſtand what you mean by bidding me taſte 
my legs. 

Sir To. I mean to go, Sir, to enter. 

Vio. I will aniwer you with gait and entrance. 
But we are prevented. 


Enter Olivia and Maria. 


Moſt excellent accompliſſid ys the heav'ns rain 
edours on you! 

Sir And. That youth's a rare courtier ! rain 
odours? well. 

Vio. My matter hath no voice, L:dy, but to your 
evwn moſt pregnant and vouchſafed car. 

Sir And. Gdours, pregnant, and vouchſafed |— 
I' get 'em all iz zee ready. 

Ch. Let the garden door be ft, and leave Me 
to my hearing. 

[ Exe t Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and Maria. 


„ .. 


Give me your hand, Sir. 
Vio. My duty, Mad: m, and moſt humble fries? 
Oli. What is your name? 

Vio. Ceſario is your ſerv ant's name, fair Princeſs. 
Uli. My ſervant, Sir? Twas never merry world 
Since lowly feigning was calPd compliment: 

Y? are {ervant to the Duke Orſino, youth. 

Vio. And he is yours, and his muſt needs be yours: 
Your ſervant's ſervant is your ſervant, Madam. 

Oli. For him, I think not on him: for his thoughts, 
Would they were blanks, rather than filPd with me! 

Vio Madam, I come to whet your gentle thoughts 
On his behalf. 

Oli. O, by your leave, I pray you; 
I bade you never ſpeak again of him. 
But w ould vou undertake another ſuit, 


Sc. 3. WHAT YOU WILL 4 


I'd rather hear you to ſollicit that, 
Than muſic from the ſpheres. A 
Vio, Dear Lady, 
Oli. Give me leave, I beſeech you: I did ſend, . 
After the laſt enchantment, (you did hear), 
A ring in chaſe.of you. , So did I abuſe 
Myſelf, my ſervant, and, I fear me, you: 
Under your hard conſtruction muſt I fit, 
To force that on you in a ſhameful cunning, 


Which you knew none of yours. What might you 


think? 
Have you not ſet mine honour at the ſtake, 
And baited it with all th' unmuzzled thoughts 
That tyrannous heart can think? To one of your 
receiving * 


Enough is ſhewn ; a. cyprus , not a boſom, 


Hides my poor heart. So let us hear You ſpeak. 

Vio. I pity you. 

Oli. That's a degree to . 

Vio. No, not a grice; for 'tis a vulgar proof, 
That very oft we pity enemies. 

Oli. Why then, methinks, 'tis time to {mile again; 
O world, how apt the poor are to be proud! 
If one ſhould be a prey, how much the better 
To fall before the lion, than the wolf! [Clock ſtrikes, - 
The clock upbraids me. with the waſte of time. 
Be not afraid, good youth, I will not have you; 
And yet when wit and youth are come to harveſt, | 
Your wife is like to reap a proper man. 
There lyes your way, due welt... 

Vio. Then weſtwar d hoe: 


Grace and good diſpoſition attend your Ladyſhip; 


Yowll nothing, Madam, to my Lord by me ? | 
Oli. Stay; pr'ythee tell me what thou think'ſt 
of me? #1 

Vio. That you do think you are not whas you are. 
Oli. If I think fo, I think the ſame of you. 
Vio. Then think you right, I am not what Tam. 
Oli. I would you were as I would have you be! 


4 „i. e. To one of your ready apprebenſion. Warbur tog. 
4:4 OPIN; is a tranſparent ſtuff. Jobnſon. 
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Vio. Would it be better, Madam, than I am, 
I with it might; for now I am your fool. 
Oli. O, what a deal of ſcorn looks beautiful 
In the contempt and anger of his lip! 
A murd'rous guilt ſhews not itſelf more ſoon, 
Than love that would ſeem hid: love's night is noon. 
Ceſario, by the roſes of the ſpring, 
By maidhood, honour, truth, and every thing, 
I love thee io, that maugre all thy pride, 
Nor wit, nor reaſon, can my paſſion hide. 
Do not extort thy reaſons from this clauſe ; 
For that I woo, thou therefore haſt no cauſe : 
But rather reaſon thus with reaſon fetter ; 
Love ſought is good; but given, unfought, is better. 
Vio. By innocence I ſwear, and by my youth, 
I have one heart, one boſom, and one truth, 
And that no woman: has; nor never none 
Shall miſtreſs be of it, {ave I alone . 
And ſo adieu, good Madam; never more 
Will! * aſter tears to you deplore. 


Oli. Yet come again; for thou, perhaps, may'ſt 


move 
That heart which now abhors to like his love. 


Wo oo Oo 8 
Changes to an Apartment in Olivia's Houſe, 
Enter Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and Fabian. 


Sir And. No, faith, I'Il not ſtay a jot longer. . 
Sir To. Thy reaſon, dear venom, give thy reaſon. 


Fab. You muſt needs yield your reaſon,. Sir- 


Andrew. 
Sir And. Marry, I ſaw your niece do mere favours 


to the Duke's ſervant man, than ever the beſtow'd. 


on me. I ſawt i' th' orchard. a 


Sir To. Did ſhe ſee thee the while, old boy, tell 


me that? 


* Save IT alone. Theſe three words Sir Thomas Han- 


mer gives to Viola probably enough. Johſen. 


LExeunt, 
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Sir And. As plain as I ſee you now. 
Fab. This was a great argument of love in her. 
towards you. | 3 1 | 

Sir And. Slight! will you make an aſs o' me? 

Fab. I will prove it legitimate, Sir, upon the 
oaths of judgment and reaſon. | 

Sir To. And they have been grand jurymen ſince 
before Noah was a ſailor. | 

Fab. She did ſhew favour to the youth in your 
ſight, only to exaſperate you, to awake your dor-: 
mouſe valour, to put fire in your heart, and brim- 
ſtone in your liver. You thould then have acco- 
ſted her with {ome excellent jeſts, fire-new from 
the mint; you ſhould have bang'd the youth into 
dumbneſs. This was look'd for at your hand, and 
this was baulkt. The double gilt of this opportu- 
nity you let time waſh off, and you are now ſaibd 
into the north of my Lady's opinion; where you 
will hang like an iſicle on a Dutchman's beard, un- 
leſs you do redeem it by ſome laudable attempt ei- 

ther of valour or policy. 

Sir And. And't be any way, it muſt be with va- 
Jour; for policy I hate: I had as lief be a Browniſt 
as.a politician. 
Sir To, Why then, build me thy fortunes upon 
the Paſis of valour; challenge me the Duke's youth 
to fight with him; hurt him in eleven places; my 
niece ſhall take note of it; and aſſure thyſelf, there 
is no love- broker in the world can more prevail in 
man's commendation with woman, than report of 

valour. 5 | 
Fab. There is no way but this, Sir Andrew. 
Sir And. Will either of you bear me a challenge 
te him? -* | £00 
Sir To. Go, write in a martial hand; be curs'd 
and brief: it is no matter how witty, ſo it be elo- 
uent, and full of invention; taunt him with the 
licence of ink; if thou thou ſt him {ome thrice, it 
ſhall not be amiſs; and as many lies as will ly in 
thy ſheet of paper, although the theet were big 
enough for the bed of Ware in England; ſet *em 
down, go about it, Let there be gall enough in 
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viſage no great preſage of cruelty, 
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thy ink, though thou write with a :gooſe pen, no 
matter : about it. 


Sir And. Where ſhall I find you ? 
Sir To, We'll call thee at the cubiculo + go. 
| \ [Exit Sir Andrew. 


Fab. This is a dear manikin to you, Sir Toby. 


Sir To. I have been dear to him, lad; ſome. two 


thouſand ſtrong or ſo. 
Fab. We ſhall have a rare letter from him; but 


you'll not deliver't. „„ 
Sir To. Never truſt me then; and by all means 


ſtir on the youth to an anſwer. I think oxen and 
wain-ropes cannot hale them together. For An- 
drew, if be were open'd, and you find ſo much 


blood in his liver as will clog the foot of a flea, III. 


eat the reſt of th* anatomy. 


Fab. And his oppoſite, the youth, bears in his. 


Enter Maria. 


Sir To. Look where the youngeſt wren of nine. 


Mar. If you deſire the. ſpleen, and will laugh 


yourſelves into ſtitches, follow me: yond gull Mal- 


volio is turned Heathen, a very renegado; for there 


is no Chriſtian, that means to be. ſav'd by belie- 
ving rightly, can ever believe ſuch impollible paſ- 


ſages of groſineſs. He's in yellow ſtockings. 
Sir To. And croſs-garter'd? _. eg, 
Mar. Moſt villamouſly ; like a pedant that keeps 
a {ſchool i' th' church—I have dogg'd him like his 


murderer. He does obey every point of the letter 


that I drop'd to betray him. He does {mile his face 
into more lines than is in the new map, wWirh the. 
augmentation of the Indies: you have not ſeen, 
ſuch a thing as ?tis ; I can hardly forbear hurling 
things at him. I know my lady will ſtrike him; 
if ſhe do, he'll fmile, and take't for a great favour, 
Sir To. Come, bring us, bring us where he is. 


LExeuni. 


l. 


| on not 


S G N ER MI. 
Changes to the Street. 


Zuter Sebaſtian and Anthonio. 


Seb. I would not by my will have troubled you; 


But ſince you make your pleaſure of your pains, 
I will no further chide you. 
Ant. I could not ſtay behind you; my dalle, 
(More ſharp than filed ſteel), did ſpur me forth; 
ill love to ſee you, (tho) ſo much, 
As might have drawn one * to a longer voyage); 
But jealouſy what might befal your travel, 
Being ſkilleſs in theſe parts; which to a ftranger, 
Unguided and unf:iended, often prove 
Rough and unhoſpitable; my willing love, 


The rather by theſe arguments of fear, 


Set forth in your purſuit. 

Seb. My kind Anthonio, 
I can no other anſwer make but i 3 
And thanks, and ever thanks; and oft good turns 
Are ſhuffled off with ſuch uncurrent pay: 
But were my worth, as is my conſcience, firm, 
You ſhould find better dealing. What's to do? 
Shall we go ſee the relicks of this town? 

Aut. To-morrow, Sir; beſt, firſt, go ſee your 

lodging. 
Seb. I am not weary, and 'tis long to night ; - 


I pray you let us ſatisfy our eyes 


With the memorials, and the things of lame, 
That do renown this city. 
Aut. Would you'd pardon me: 
J do not without danger walk theſe ſtreets. 
Once, in a ſea-fight gainſt the Duke his gallies, 
I did ſome ſervice, of ſuch note, indeed, 
That were I ta'en here, it would ſcarce be anſwer'd. 


Seb. Belike you flew great number of his people. 


Ant. Th' offence is not of ſuch a bloody nature, 
Albejt the quality of the time and quarrel 


I believe we ſhould read, drawn me. Reviſal. 
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Might well have given us bloody argument: 
It might have. ſince been anſwer'd in repaying 
What we took from them, which, for traffic's fake, 
Mot of our city did. Only myſelf ſtood out; 
For which, if I be lapſed in this place, 
I ſhall pay dear. 

Seb. Do not then walk too open. 


Ant. It doth not fit me : hold, Sir, here's my purſe. 


In the ſouth ſuburbs at the Elephant: 
Is beſt to lodge: I will beſpeak our diet, 


Whiles you beguile your time, and feed yourknow- 


ledge 


With viewing of the town; there ſhall you have me. 


Seb. Why I your purſe ? 

Ant. Haply your eye ſhall light upon ſome toy 
You have deſire to purchaſe ; and your ſtore, 
I think, is not for idle markets, Sir. 

Seb. VII be your purſe-bearer, and leave you for 
An hour. „ | 

Ant. To th Elephant. 


Seb. I do remember. [Exeunt.. 


8. CEN E VIE. 
Changes to Olivia“: Houſe... 


Enter Olivia, and Maria, 


Oli. I have ſent after him; he ſays he'll come; 
How {ſhall I feaſt him? what beſtow on bim? 
For youth is bought more oft, than begg'd or bor- 
I ſpeak too Joud. 
Where is Malvolio ? he is ſad and civil, 
And ſuits well for a ſervant with my fortunes. 
Where is Malvolio? | 8 
Mar. He's coming, Madam; but in very ſtrange 
He is ſure poſſeſs'd, Madam. [ manner. 
Oli. Why, what's the matter ? does he rave ? 
Mar. No, Madam, he does nothing but {mile : 


Your Ladyſhip were beſt to have ſome guard about 


you, if he come; for ſure the man is tainted in 


his wits. 


Oli. Go, call him hither. 


Lrow'd. 


ge. 7. WHAT YOU WILL 47 
Enter Malvolio. | 


I'm as mad as he, 
If ſad and merry madneſs equal be. 
How now, Malvolio? 

Mal. Sweet Lady, ha, ha. [Smiles fantaſtically. 

Oli, Smibit thou? ! ſent for thee upon a fad oc- 
caſion. 

Mal. Sad, Lady? I could be iad; this a make 
ſome tobſtruQjon in the bloc „this croſe-garter- 
ing; but what of it! if it pi-aſe the eye of one, 
it is with me as the very true ſonnet is; Pleaſe one, 
and pleaſe all. 

Oli. Why ? how doſt thou, man ! ? what is the 
matter with thee ? 

Mal. Not black in my mind, though yellow in 
my legs: it did come to his hands, and commands 
mall be executed. I think we do know that ſweet 
Roman hand. 

Oli. Wilt thou go to bed, Malvolio? 

Mal. To bed? ay, ſweet heart; and I'll come 
to thee. 

Oli. God comfort thee ! why doſt thou ſmile wy 
and kiſs thy hand ſo oft? 

Mar. How do you, Malvolio ? 

Mal. At your requelt ? 

Yes, nightingales anſwer daws ! 
Mar. Why appear you with this ridiculous bold- 


neſs before my Lady? 


Mal. Be not afraid of greatneſs ;—twas well writ. 
Oli. What meaneſt thou by pg Malvolio? 
Mal. Some are born great 
Oli. Ha? 

Mal. Some atchieve greatneſs 

Oli. What ſay*ſt thou? 

Mal. And ſome have greatneſs thruſt upon them— 
Oli. Heav'n reſtore thee ! 

Mal. Remember who commended thy yellow 

ſtockings. 

Oli. Thy yellow ſtockings? 

Mal. And wiſſi'd to ſee thee croſs-garter'd 
Oli. Crols-garter'd ? | 


* 
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Mal. Go to, thou art made, if thou deſireſt to 
be o | N 

Oli. Am I made? 

Mal. If not, let me ſee thee a ſervant ſtill. 

Oli, Why, this is a very midſummer madneſs, 


Enter Servant. 


Ser. Madam, the young gentleman of the Duke 
Orſino's is return'd; I could hardly entreat him 
back; he attends your Ladyſhip's pleaſure: 

Oli. Dll come to him. Good Maria, let this fel- 
low be look'd to. Where's my uncle Toby ? let 
ſome of my people have a ſpecial care of him; I 


would not have him miſcarry for half of my dowry. 


[ Exit. 
SE NE VAL 


Mal. Oh, oh! do you come near me now? no 
worſe man than Sir Toby to look to me ! this con- 
curs directly with the letter: ſhe ſends him on pur- 
pole that I may appear ſtubborn to him; for ſhe 
incites me to that in the letter. Caſt thy humble 
ſlough, ſays ſhe ;-—be oppoſite with. a kinſman, 
—ſurly with ſervants, —let thy tongue tang with 
arguments of ſtate,—put thyſelf into the trick of 
ſingularity : and conſequently ſets down the 
manner how; as a fad face, a reverend carriage, 
a ſlow tongue, in the habit of fome Sir of note, 
and fo forth. I have lim'd her; but it is Jove's 


doing, and Jove make me thankful! and when fhe 


went away now, let this fellow be look'd to: fel- 
Jow ! not Malvolio, nor after my degree, but fel- 
low. Why, every thing adheres together, that no 
dram of a ſcruple. no ae of a ſcruple, no ob- 
ſtacle, no incredulous or unſafe circumſtance 


what can be ſaid? Nothing, that can be, can come 
between me and the full proſpect of my hopes. 
Well, Jove, not I, is the doer of this, and he is 
to be thanked. | | 


—_ 


- Hang him, foul collier. 
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S E NE IX. 
Enter Sir Toby, Fabian, and Maria, 


Sir To. Which way is he, in the name of {anRity ? 
If all the devils in hell be drawn in little, and Le. 
gion himſelf poſſeſs'd him, yet PHY ſpeak to him. 

Fab. Here he is, here he is: how is't with you, 
Sir? how. 1s't with you, man? | 

Mal. Go off; I diſcard you; let me enjoy my pri- 
vacy : go off, 

Mar. Lo, how hollow the fend ſpeaks within 
him! did I not tell you? Sir Toby, my Lady prays 

ou to have a care of him. 

Mal. Ah, ha! does ſhe fo? 

Sir To. Go to, go to; peace, peace; we muſt deal 
gently with him; let me alone. How do you, Mal- 
volio? how ist with you? what! man, defy the 
devil; conſider he's an enemy to mankind. X 

Mal. Do you know what you ſay? 


Mar. La, you! if you m_ 1]] of the devil, how 


he takes it at heart, 
witch'd. | 

Fab. Carry his water to th* wiſe woman. 

Mar. Marry, and it ſhall be done to-morrow 
morning, if I live. My Lady would not loſe him for 
more than PI ſay. - 

Mal. How now, Miſtreſs ?” 

| Mar. O Lord! 

Sir To. Pr'ythee hold thy peace; that is not the 

way: do you not ſee you move him? let me alone 


Pray God he be not be- 


With him. 


Fab. No way but gentleneſs, gently, gently; the 
fiend is rough, and will not be roughly us'd. 

Sir To. Why, how now, my bawcock ; how doſt 
thou, chuck ? 

Mal. Sir? 

Sir To. Ay, biddv, come e with me. What! man, 
tis not for gravity to play at cherry- pit with Satan. 


Mar. Get him to ſay his pr ayers, good Sir Toby; 
get him to pray. 
Vo I. III. E 
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Mal. My prayers, minx! 
Mar. No, I warrant you he will not hear of 
godlineſs. | | 8 
Mal. Go hang yourſelves all: you are idle ſhal- 
low things; I am not of your element ; you ſhall 
know more hereafter. | [Exit. 
Sir To. Is't poſlible ? | 
Fab If this were play'd upon a ſtage now, I could 
condemn it as an improbable fiction. 
Sir To. His very genius hath taken the infection 
of the device, man. 6 : 
I Mar Nay, purſue him now, leſt the device take 
| air, and taint. 
| Fab. Why, we ſhall make him mad indeed. 

Mar. The houſe will be the quieter. 

Sir To. Come, we'll have him in a dark room, and 
bound. My niece is already in the belief that he 
is mad; we may carry it thus for our pleaſure and 
his penance, ?till our very paſtime, tired out of 
breath, prompt us to have mercy on him; at which - 
time we will bring the device to the bar, and crown 
thee for a finder of madmen. But ſee, but ſee. 


FN 
Enter Sir Andrew. | 


Fab. More matter for a May morning. 
Sir And. Here's the challenge, read it: I war- 
rant there's vinegar and pepper in't. 75 
Fab. Ist fo ſawey? 
Sir And. Ay is't; I warrant him: do but read. 
Sir To. Give me. [Sir Toby reads. 
| "gg whatſoever thow art, thou art but a ſcurvy 
* ellow. Wet 
" 15 Fab. Good - and valiant. 
Sir To. Wonder not, nor admire not in thy mind 
wh y I do call thee ſo ; for I will ſhew thee no reaſon 
ort. | 
Fab. A good note ; that keeps you from the blow 
of the law. 
Sir To. Thou com'ſt to the Lady Olivia, and in my 


a % 
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ſight ſhe uſes thee kindly ; but thou lieſt in thy throat, 
tat is not the matter 1 challenge thee for, 

Fab. Very brief, and exceeding good ſenſe-leſs.. 
Sir To. [ will way-lay thee going home, where, if 
it be thy chance to Hill me | 

Fab. Good. 

Sir To. Thou kiil/t me like a rogue and a villain. 
ic Still you keep o' th' windy fide of the law: 
ood. ; 

: Sir To. Fare thee well, aud God have mercy upon 
one of our ſouls : he may have mercy upon mine , 
but my hope is better, and ſo look to thyſelf. Thy 
friend as thou uſeſt him, and thy ſworn enemy, 

| | Andrew Ague-cheek, 

Sir To. If this letter move him not, his legs can- 


not: I'll give't him. 


Mar. You may have very fit occaſion for't : he 
is now in {ome commerce with my Lady, and will 


by and by depart. 


Sir To. Go, Sir Andrew, {cout me for him at the 
corner of the orchard, like a bum bailiff; ſo ſoon as 
ever thou ſeeſt him, draw; and, as thou draweſt, 
{wear horribly ; for it comes to paſs oft, that a 
terrible oath, with a {waggering accent ſharply 
twang'd off, gives manhood more approbation than 
ever proof itſelf would have earn'd him. Away. 
Sir And. Nay, let me alone for ſwearing. [ Exit, 

Sir To. Now will not I deliver his letter; for the 
behaviour of the young gentleman gives him out to 


be of good capacity and breeding; his employment 


between his Lord and my niece confirms no leſs; 
therefore this letter, being ſo excellently ignorant, 
will breed no terror in the youth; he will find that 
it comes from a clodpole. But, Sir, I will deliver 
his challenge by word of mouth; ' ſet upon Ague- 
cheek a notable report of. valour; and drive the 
gentleman (as I know his youth will aptly receive 
it), into a moſt hideous opinion of his rage, ſkill, 


* It were much to be wiſhed that Shakeſpeare, in this 


and ſome other paſſages, had not ventured ſo near pro- 
faneneſs. Jobnſon. 
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fury, and impetuoſity. This will fo fright them 
both, that they will kill one another by-the look, 
like cockatrices. . 


S 0 . 
Enter Olivia and Viola. 


Fab. Here he comes with your niece ; give them 
way 'till he take leave, and preſently after him. 

Sir To. I will meditate the while upon ſome hor- 
rid meſſage for a challenge. Exeunt. 

Oli. I've ſaid too much unto a heart of ſtone, 
And laid mine honour too unchary out. 
There's ſomething in me that reproves my fault; 
But ſuch a headſtrong, potent fault it is, 
That it but mocks reproof. 

Vio. With the fame %*haviour that your paſſion 
Goes on my maſter's grief. bears, 
Oli. Here, wear this jewel for me, tis my picture: 
Refule it not, it hath no tongue to vex you : : 

And, I beſeech you, come again to-morrow. 
What ſhall you ak of me that Pll deny, 
That, honour ſav'd, may upon aſking give? 

Vio. Nothing but this, your true love for my 

maſter. | f | 

Oli. How with mine honour may I give him that, 
Which I have given to you? 

Vio. 1 will acquit you. 
DODli. Well, come again to-morrow : fare thee well. 

A fiend like thee 2 bear my ſoul to hell. [¶EExit. 


” 


S CE NE XII. 
Enter Sir Toby and Fabian. 


Sir To. Gentleman, God ſave thee, 

Vio. And you, Sir, | 

Sir To, That defence thou haſt, betake thee tot : 
of what nature the wrongs are thou haſt done him, 
I know not; but thy interpreter, full of deſpight, 
bloody as the hunter, attends thee at the orchard- 
end; diſmount thy tuck, be yare in thy prepara- 
ion, for thy aſſailant is quick, #ilful, and deadly. 
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- You miſtake, Sir; I am ſure no man hath 
2 uarrel to me; my remembrance is very free 
and ear from any image of offence done to any 


S" 5 


Si To. Vou'll find it otherwiſe, I aſſure you ; 
therefore, if you hold your life at any price, bet ke 
you to your _ for your oppoſite hath in him 
what 2 rength, ſkill and wrath can furniſh 
man withal. | Y 2 

Vio. I pray you, Sir, what is he? 

Str To. He is knight, dubb'd with unhack'd ra- 

ier, and on carpet conſideration; but he is a devil 
in private brawl; fouls and bodies hath he divorc'd 
three; and his incenſement at this moment is ſo im- 
placable, that ſatisfaction can be none but by pangs 
of death and ſepulchre: hob, nob is his word ; 
give't, or takeꝰt. 

Vio. I will return again into the houle, and deſire 
4 ſome conduct of the lady. I am no fighter. I have 
heard of ſome kind of men that put quarrels pur- 
poſely on others to taſte their valour : belike this is 
a man of that quirk. 

Sir To. Sir, no; his indignation derives itſelf out 
of a very competent injury ; therefore get you on, 
and give him his defire. Back you ſhall not to the 
houſe, unleſs you undertake that with me which 
with as much ſafety you might anſwer him; there- 
fore on, or ſtrip your ſword ſtark naked for 
meddle you muſt, that's certain, or forſwear to wear 
iron about you 

Vio. This is as uncivil as ſtrange. I beſeech you 
do me this courteous office, as to know of the knight 
what my offence to him is: it is ſomething of my 
negligence, nothing of my pur poſe. 

Sir To. I will do fo. Signior Fabian, ſtay you 
by this gentleman ?till my return. [Exit Sir Toby. 

Vio. Pray you, Sir, do you know of this matter? 

Fab. I know the knight is incens'd againſt you, 
even, to a mortal arbitrement ; but nothing of the 
eircumitance more, 

Vio. I beſeech you, what manner of man 1s he ? 

Fab. Nothing of that wonderful pronule to read 


RS 


. 


- * 
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him by his form, as you are like to find in the proof 
of his valour. He is, indeed, Sir, the moſt ſkilfu}, 
bloodv, and fatal oppoſite you could poſlibly have 
found in any part of Illyria. Will you walk towards 
him? I will make your peace with him, if I can. 
Vio. I ſhall be much bound to you for't: I am 
one that had rather go with Sir Prieſt than Sir 
Knight: I care not who knows ſo much of my 
mettle. [Excunt. 


VVV 
Enter Sir Toby and Sir Andrew. 
Sir To. Why, man, he's a very devil; I have not 
ſeen ſuch a virago: I had a pals with him, rapier, 
ſcabbard and all; and he gives me the ſtuck—in 


with ſuch a mortal motion, that it is inevitable; 
and on the anſwer, he pays you as ſurely as your 


feet hit the ground they ſtep on. They ſay he has. 


been fencer to the Sophy. 
Sir And. Pox on't, I'll not meddle with him. 

Sir To. Ay, but he will not now be pacified : 
Fabian can ſcarce hold him yonder. | 

Sir And. Plague on't, an I thought he had been 
_ valiant, and fo cunning in fence, I'd have ſeen him 
damn'd ere I'd have challeng'd him. Let.him let 
the matter flip, and Pll give him my horſe, grey 
Capllet. 

Sir To. Ill make the motion; ſtand here, make a 
good ſhew owt. — This ſhall end without the per- 
dition of ſouls ; marry, I'll ride your horſe as well 
as I ride you. > LAſide. 


Tae Fan apt Viol. 


I have his horſe to take up the quarrel; I have per- 
ſuaded him the youth's a devil. To Fabian, 

Fab. He 1s as horribly conceited of him; and 
pants and looks pale, as if a bear were at his heels. 
Sir To. There's no remedy, Sir, he will fight 


with you for's oath fake : marry, he had better be- 


thought him of his quarrel, and he finds that now 
ſcarce to be worth talking of; therefore draw for 


. 


„ 


/// dr! WELL 2 


the ſupportance of his vow, he proteſts he will not 
hurt you. | | 

Vio. Pray God defend me! a little thing would 
make me tell them how much I lack of a man. 

Fab. Give ground, if you ſee him furious. 

Sir To. Come, Sir Andrew, there's no remedy; 
the gentleman will for his honour's ſake have one 
bout with you; he cannot by the duello avoid it; 
but he has promis'd me, as he is a gentleman and a 
ſoldier, he will not hurt you. Come on, to't. 

| | lar dra u. 

Sir Aud. Pray God he keep his oath! 


// ME 
Eniter Antonio, 


Vio. I do aſſure you ' tis againſt my will. | 
Ant, Put up your ſword; if this young gentle» 
man | 
Have done offence, I take the fault on me; 
If you offend him, I for him defy you. [Drawings 
Sir To. You, Sir? why, what are you? 
Ant. One, Sir, that for his love dares yet ds 
; more 5 ü 
Than you have heard him brag to you he will. 
Sir To. Nay, Sir, if you be an undertaker, I am 
for you. [ Draws: 


Enter Officers. | h 


Fab. O good Sir Toby, hold; here come the offi- 
cers. 
Sir To. I'll be with you anon. | 
Vio. Pray, Sir, put your ſword up if you pleaſe, 
[To Sir Andrew, 

Sir And. Marry will I, Sir; and for that I pro- 
mis'd you, I'll be as good as my word. —He will 
bear you eaſily, and reins well. 

1 Offic. This is the man; do thy office. 
2 Offic. Antonio, I arreſt thee at the ſuit of Duke 
Orſino. 

Ant. You do miſtake me, Sir, | 

1 Ofc, No, Sir, no jot; I know your favour well. 
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Tho? now you have no ſea-cap on your head. 
— Take him away; he knows I know him well. 


Ant. I muſt obey.— This comes with ſeeking 


But there's no remedy. I ſhall anſwer it. 
What will you do? now my neceſſity 
Makes me to aſk you for my purſe. It grieves me 
Much more for what I cannot do for you, 
Than what befals myſelf : you ſtand amaz'd, 
But be of comfort, 5 
2 Offic. Come, Sir, away. 6 | 

Ant. I muſt mtreat of you ſome of that money. 

Vio. What money, Sir? | | 
For the fair kindneſs you have ſhew'd me here, 
And part being prompted by your preſent trouble, 
Out of my lean and low ability | | 
PI lend you ſomething; my having is not much; 
PH make diviſion of my preſent with you: 
Hold, there's half my coffer. 

Ant. Will you deny me now? 

Ist poſſible that my deſerts to you 
Can lack perfuaſion? do not tempt my miſery, 
Leſt that it make me ſo unſound a man, . 
As to upbraid you with thoſe kindneſſes 
That I have done for you. 

Vio. I know of none, 
Nor know I you by voice, or any feature: 
I hate mgratitude more in a man, 
Than lying, vainneſs, babling, drunkenneſs, 
Or any taint of vice whole ſtrong corruption 
Inhabits our frail blood. 

Ant. Oh, heav'ns themſelves! 
2 Offic. Come, Sir, I pray you go. 
Ant. Let me ſpeak a liitle. This youth that you 

ſee here, ; 

1 Qſnach'd one half out of the jaws of death; 
Reliev'd him with ſuch ſanctity of love, 
And to his image, which, methought, did promiſe 
Moſt venerable worth, did I devotion. 

1 Office. What's that to us?—the time goes by 

away. | ; ; 


- 


Ant. But oh, bow vile an idol proves this god! 


r # Mw 
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Thou haſt, Sebaſtian, done good feature ſhame. 
In nature there's no blemiſh but the mind: 
None can be calPd deform'd but the unkind. 
Virtue is beauty ; but the beauteous evil 
Are empty trunks, o' erflouriſ'd by the devil. 
| 1 Offic. The man grows mad, away with him. 
F — Come, come, Sir. 
Ant. Lead me on. [Exit Antonio with Officers. 
Vio. Methinks his words do from ſuch paſſion fly, 
That he believes himſelf—ſo do not I. 
Prove true, imagination, oh, prove true, 
5 That I, dear brother, be now ta'en for you! 
Sir To. Come hither, knight; come hither, 
Fabian; we'll whiſper o'er a couplet or two of moſt 


£ ſage ſaws. | 
95 Vio. He nam'd Sebaſtian; I my brother know 
” Yet living in my glaſs. Even ſuch, and fo 


In favour was my brother; and he went 
Still in this faſhion, colour, ornament ; 
For him I imitate : oh, if it prove, Fg 
Tempeſts are kind, and ſalt waves freſh in love. 
Exit. 
Sir To. A very diſhoneſt paltry boy, and L a 
coward than a hare: his diſhoneſty appears in 
leaving his friend here in neceſſity, and denying 
him; and for his cowardthip, atk Fabian. 
Fab. A coward, a moſt devout ceward, religious 
m It. 
Sir And. Slid, PI] after him again, and beat him. 
Sir To. Do, cuff him ſoundly, but never draw 
thy ſword. | 
Sir And. An I do not— [Exit Sir Andrew. 
Fab. Come, let's ſee the event. 
Sir To, I dare lay any money *twill be nothing 
vet. [ Exennts 
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| ATT w. $CENE L 
The Street, 


Enter Sebaſtian and Clown. 
Clown. 
WIEL you make me believe that I am not ſent de 
for you? ö aj 
Seb. Go to, go to, thou art a fooliſh fellow. Let ſt 


me be clear of thee, - 
Clo. Well held out, i'faith: no, I do not know you, 
| nor I am not ſent to you by my Lady, to bid you on 
| come ſpeak wich her; nor your name is not Maſter fl 
| Ceſario, nor this is not my noſe neither. Nothing 


that is fo, is ſo. t 
Seb. I pr'ythee, vent thy folly ſomewhere elſe; t 
thou know'ſt not me. | 
Clo. Vent my folly !—he' has heard that word of q 


ſome great man, and now applies it to a fool. Vent 
my folly! J am afraid this great lubber the world 
will prove a cockney. I pr'ythee now ungird thy 
ſtrangeneſs, and tell me what I ſhall vent to my 
Lady; ſhall I vent to her that thou art coming? 

Seb. I pr'ythee, fooliſh Greek *, depart from me; 
there's money for thee. If you tarry longer, I ſhall 
give worſe payment. 

Clo. By my troth thou haſt an open hand; theſe 
wiſe men that give fools money, get themſelves a 
good report after fourteen years? purchaſe. 


Enter Sir Andrew, Sir Toby, and Fabian. 


Sir Aud. Now, Sir, have I met you again? there's 
for you. [Striking Sebaſtian. 


* Greck was as much as to ſay, bawd or pander. 
He underſtood the Clown to be acting in that office, 
A bawdyhouſe was called Corinth, and the frequenters 
of it, Corinthians, which words occur frequently in Shake- 
ſpeare, eſpecially in Timon of Athens, and Henry IVth. 

| Warburton. 


Seb. Why, there's for thee, and there, and there: 
are all the people mad? [| Beating Sir Andrew, 

Sir To. Hold, Sir, or I'll throw your dagger o'er 
the houſe, 8 

Clo. This will I tell my Lady ſtrait: I would not 
be in ſome of your coats for two pence. [ Exit Clown, 

Sir To, Come on, Sir; hold. | Holding Sebaſtian, 

Sir And. Nay, let him alone, I'll go another way 


to work with him; Tl have an action of battery 


againſt him, if there be any law in Illyria; tho? I 
{truck him firſt, yet it's no matter for that. 

Seb. Let go thy hand. 

Sir To. Come Sir, I will not let you go. Come, 
my young ſoldier, put up your iron ; you are well 
fleſh'd : come on. 

Seb. I will be free from thee. What wouldſt 
thou now? If thou dar'ſt tempt me further, draw 
thy ſword. | 

Sir To. What, what? nay, then, I muſt have an 
ounce or two of this malapert blood from you. 

[They draw and fights 


S8 W © 
Euter Olivia. 


Oli. Hold, Toby; on thy life, I charge thee, hold. 
Sir To. Madam ? 
Oli. Will it be ever thus? ungracious wretch, 
Fit for the mountains and the barbarous caves 
Where manners ne'er were preach'd: out of my 


He not offended, dear Ceſario [ſight !. 


Rudeſby, be gone! I pr'ythee, gentle friend, 


Exeunt Sir Toby aud Sir Andrew. 


Let thy fair wiſdom, not thy paſſion, ſway 

In this uncivil and unjuſt extent * 

Againſt thy peace. Go-with me to my houſe, 
And hear thou there, how many fruitleſs pranks | 
This ruffian hath botch'd up, that thou thereby | 


* Extent is, in law, a writ of execution, whereby 
goods are ſeized for the king. It is therefore taken, here, 
for violence in general. Johnſon. 
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May'ſt ſmile at this: thou ſhalt not chuſe but go: 
Do not deny; beſhrew his foul for me, | 
He ſtarted one poor heart of mine in thee. 
Seb. What reliſh is in this? how runs the ſtream? 
Or I am mad, or elſe this is a dream. 
Let fancy ſtill my ſenſe in Lethe ſteep, 
If it be thus to dream, ſtill let me ſleep. 
Oli. ys come, I pray: would thowdſt be ruPd 
me, 5 
Seb. Madam, I will. | 
Oli. O, ſay fo, and fo be! | [Extunt, 


n 
An Apartment in Olivia's Houſe. 


Enter Maria, and Clown. 


Mar, Nay, I pr'ythee, put on this gown, and 
this beard; make him believe thou art Sir Topas 
the curate ; do it quickly. I'Il call Sir Toby the 
whilſt. Exit Maria. 

Clo. Well, I'Il put it on, and I will diſſemble my- 
ſelf in't; and I would I were the firſt that ever 
diſſembled in ſuch a gown. I am not tall enough 
to become the function well; nor lean enough to 
be thought a good ſtudent; but to be ſaid an honeſt 
man, and a good houſekeeper, goes as fairly as 
to ſay a careful man * and a great ſcholar. The 
competitors enter. 


Euter Sir Toby and Maria. 


Sir To. Jove bleſs thee, Mr Parſon. 
- Clo. Bonos dies, Sir Toby; for as the old hermit 
of Prague, that never ſaw pen and ink, very wit- 
tily ſaid to a niece of King Gorboduck, that. that 
is, is: fo I being Mr Parſon, am Mr Parſon ; for 
what is that, but that? and is, but is? 

Sir To. To him, Sir Topas. 1 

Clo. What, hoa, I ſay, - peace in this priſon! 
Sir To. The knave er well; a good knave. 


A graceful man. Warb. Hanmer. 


n? 


d 


. 
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Mal. Who calls there? {Malvolio within. 

Clo. Sir Topas the curate, who comes to viſit 
Malvolio the lunatic. | 

Mal. Sir Topas, Sir Topas, good Sir Topas, go 


to my Lady. 


Clo. Out, -hyperbolical fiend, how vexeſt thou this 
man? Talkeſt thou of nothing but ladies? 

Sir Te. Well ſaid, Maſter Parſon. 

Mal. Sir Topas, never was man thus wrong'd 


eee Topas, do not think I am mad; they have 


id me here in hideous darkneſs. | 

Clo. Fy, thou dithoneſt Sathan; I call thee by the 
moſt modeſt terms; for I am one of thoſe gentle 
ones that will uſe the devil himſelf with. courteſy : 
ſa y'ſt thou that houſe. is dark? / J 

Mal. As hell, Sir Topas. | | 

Clo. Why, it bath bay- windows tranſparent as 
baricadoes, and the clear ſtones towards the ſouth- 
north are as luſtrous as ebony.; and yet complaineſt 
thou of obſtruction? 

Mal. IJ am not mad, Sir Topas; I ſay to yau, 
this houſe is dark. 

Clo. Madman, thou erreſt; I ſay, there is no dark- 
neſs but ignorance; in which thou art more puzzled 
than the Egyptians in their fog. 

Mal. J ſay this bouſe is as dark as ignorance, 
though-ignorance were as dark as hell; and I ſay 
there was never man thus abus'd; I am no more 
mad than you are, make the trial of it in any con- 
ſtant queſtion. . 

Clo. What is the opinion of Pythagoras concern- 
ing wild-fowl ? | 4 

Mal. That the foul of our grandam might hap- 
pily inhabit a bird. | 

Clo. What think'ſt thou of his opinion? 

Mal. I think nobly of the ſoul, and no way ap- 
prove of his opinion. | 

Clo. Fare thee well: remain thou ſtill in dark- 
neſs ; thou ſhalt hold the opinion of Pythagoras, 
ere] will allow of thy wits; and fear to kill a wood- 

VO I. III. | | 
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cock, leſt thou diſpoſſeſs the ſoul of thy grandam. 
Fare thee well. TS 
Mal. Sir Topas, Sir Topas! 
Sir To. My moſt exquiſite Sir Topas! 
Clo. Nay, I am for all waters *. | | 
Mal. Thou miglit'ſt have done this without thy 
beard and gown ; he ſees thee not. 
Sir To. To him in thine own voice, and bring 
me word how thou find'ſt him: I would we were 


all rid of this knavery. If he may be conveniently 


deliver'd, I would he were: for I am now fo far 
in offence with my niece, that I cannot purſue with 
any ſafety this ſport to the upſhot. Eome by and 


by to my chamber. [Exit with Maria. 


5 NN. & I 


- Clo. Hey Robin, jolly Robin, tell me hou my Lady 
does, h [Singing. 
Mal. Fool —— | 
Clo. My Lady is unkind, perdie. 
Mal, Fool 
Clo. Alas, why is foe ſo ? 
Mal. Fool, I ſay. | 
Clo. She loves another ——who calls, ha? 
Mal. Good fool, as ever thou wilt deſerve well 


at my hand, help me to a candle, and pen, ink, 


and paper; as I am a gentleman, I will live to be 
thankful to thee fort. | | | 
Co. Mr Malvolio. 
Mal. Ay, good fool. 
Clo. Alas, Sir, how fell you beſides your five wits ? 
Mal. Fool, there was never man ſo notoriouſly 
abus'd; I am as well in my wits, fool, as thou art. 
Clo. But as well! then thou art mad, indeed, if 


you be no better in your wits than a fool. 


A phraſe taken from the actor's ability of making 
the audience cry either with mirth or grief. Varburton. 
TI rather think this expreſſion borrowed from ſportſ- 
men, and relating to the qualifications of a complete 
ſpaniel. Johnſon. | 
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Mal. They have here propertied me * ; keep me 
in darkneſs, ſend miniſters to me, alles, and do all 
they can to face me out of my wits, - ; 

Clo. Adviſe you what you ſay: the miniſter is 
here. Malvolio, Malvolio, thy wits the heav'ns re- 
ſtore : endeavour thyſelf to ſleep, and leave thy 
vain bibble babble. IN 

Mal. Sir Topas | 

Clo. mpg F no words with him, good fel- 

OW. 


Who, I, Sir? not I, Sir. God b'w'you, good Sir 


* 


Topas 
Marry, amen. I will, Sir, I will. 
Mal. Fool, fool, fool, I ſay. | 
Clo, Alas, Sir, be patient. What ſay you, Sir? 


IT am ſhent for ſpeaking to you. 
Maul. Good fool, help me to ſome light, and ſome - 
paper; I tell thee, I am as well in my wits as any 


man in Illyria. 
Clo. Well-a-day— that you were, Sir! 


Mal. By this hand I am. Good fool, ſome ink, 


paper and light; and convey what I ſet down to 


my Lady : it ſhall advantage thee more than ever 
the bearing of le:ter did. 
Clo. I will help you to't. But tell me true, are 


you not mad indeed, or do you but counterfeit ? 


Mal. Beheve me I am not : I tell thee true. 

Clo. Nay, Pl ne'er believe a mad-man ' till I ſee 
his brains. I will fetch you light, and paper, and 
nk 8 
Mal. Fool, I'Il requite it in the higheſt degree; 
I pr'ythee be gone. | 


* They have taken poſſeſſion of me, as of a man un- 
able to look to himſelf. Jabnſon. 

+ Here the Clown, in the dark, acts two perſons, and 
counterfeits, by variation of voice, a dialogue between 
himſelf and Sir Topas.——T will, Sir, I will, is ſpoken 
after a pauſe, as if, in the mean time, Sir Topas had 
whiſpered. Johnſon. 
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Clo. I am gone, Sir, andauon, Sir, [Singing, 
DPI be with you again * 
In a trice, like to the old vice *, 
Yowr need to ſuſtain ; 
Who with dagger of lath in his rage, and hjs wrath, 
Cries, ah, ha to the devil : 
Like a mad lad, pare thy nails, dad, 
Adieu, good man drivel, Exit. 


S TT EE NE V. 


Changes to another Apartment: in Olivia's 
Houſe. 


Enter Sebaſtian, 


Seb. This is the air, that is the glorions ſun ;- 
This po ſhe gave me, I do feel't and leet. 
And though *tis wonder that enwraps me thus, 
Yet *tis not madneſz, Where's Antonio then? 
I could not find him at the Elephant; 1 
Yet there he was, and there I found this credit , 
That he did range the town to ſeek: me out. 
His counſel now might do me golden ſervice ;— 
For tho? my ſoul diſputes well with my ſenſe, 
Fhat this may be ſome error, but no madneſs, 
Yet doth this accident and flood of fortune 
So far exceed all inſtance, all diſcourſe, 
That I am ready to diſtruſt mine eyes, 
And wrangle with my reaſon, that perſuades me 
To any other truſt j, but that Pm mad; 
Or elſe the lady's mad: yet if 'twere ſo, 
She could not ſway her — command her fol- 

lowers, 


* Vice was the fool of the old moralities. Some 
traces of this character are ſtill preſerved in puppet- 
ſhows, and by country mummers. Johaſon. 

+ l very much ſuſpect that the Poet wrote; 
and there I found this eredent. Johnſon. 


} To any other belief, or confidence, to any other 
axed opinion, Johnſon. - | | 


And underneath that conſecrated roof, 


May live at peace. He ſhall conceal it 
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Take and give back affairs, and their diſpatch, 
With ſuch a ſmooth, diſcreet, and ſtable bearing, 
As, I perceive, ſhe does: there's ſomething in't 
That is deceivable. But here the comes. 


Enter Olivia and Prieſt, 


Oli. — not this haſte of mine: if you mean 
wel 
Now go with me, and with this holy man, 
Into the chantry by ; there before him, 


Plight me the full aſſurance of your faith ; 
That my moſt jealous and too doubtful ſoul 


Whiles you are willing it ſhall come to note, 

What time we will our celebration keep 

According to my birth. What do you lay ? 
Seb. I'll follow this good man, and go with you; 

And having ſworn truth *, ever will be true. 
Oli. Then lead the way, good father; and hea- 

v'ns ſo ſhine, | 

That they may fairly note this act of mine! 

| [ Exennt... 


ACT. VV CE NS L 
The Street. 


Euter Clown and Fabian. 
: Fabian. 


NF as thou lov'ſt me, let me ſee his letter. 
| Clo. Good Mr. Fabian, grant me another r 


requeſt, 
Fab. Any thing. 
Cl». Do not deſire to ſee this letter 
Fab. This is to give a dog, and in Tecompence..: 
deſire my dog again. 


* Truth is fidelity. John fon. | 
2 


| 
| 
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Enter Duke, Viola, Curio, and Lords, 


Duke. Belong you to the Lady Olivia, friends? 
Clo. Ay, Sir, we are ſome of her trappings. 
Duke. I know thee well; how doſt thou, my 


good fellow? 


Clo. Truly, Sir, the better for my foes, and the 
worſe for my friends. 

Dake. 2 the contrary; the better for thy 
riends. | 

Clo. No, Sir, the worſe. 

Duke. How can that be? 

Clo. Marry, Sir, they praiſe me, and make an 
aſs of me; now, my foes tell me! plainty I am an 
aſs : fo that by my foes, Sir, I profit in the know- 
ledge of myſelf; and by my friends I am abuſed ; 


ſo that, concluſions to be as kiſſes , if your four 


negatives make your-two-affirmatives, why, then 
the worſe for my friends, and the better for my foes. 
Duke. Why, this is excellent. : ; 
Clo. By my troth, Sir, no; tho? it pleaſe you to 
be one of my friends, 
Duke. Thou ſhalt not be the worſe for me. 
There's gold. | | 
Clo. But that it would be double dealing, Sir, 
I would you could make it another. . 
Duke. O, you give me ill counſel. 


Clo. Put your grace in your pocket, Sir, for this 


once, and let your fleſh and blood obey it. 

Duke. Well, I will be ſo much a ſinner to be a 
double dealer : there's another. | 
Clo. Primo, ſecundo, tertio, is a good play, and 
the ald ſaying is, the third pays for all: the triplet, 
Sir, is a good tripping meaſure ; or the bells of St 
Bennet *, Sir, may put you in mind, one, two, three. 


+ I imagine, the Poet wrote; 
So "hat, concluſion to be aſked, is. Warburton. 
* When in this play he mentioned the bed of Ware, 


he recollected that the ſcene was in Illyria, and added 


in England; but his ſenſe of the ſame impropriety could 
not reſtrain him from the bells of St Benuct. 


CA 


* 


1E 


2 My wo 


I know not what *twas,. but 


„ WHAT:'YOU WILE .& 


Duke. You can fool no more money out of me 
at this throw ; if you will let your Lady know I 
am here to ſpeak with her,, and bring her along 
with, you, it may awake my. bounty further. 

Clo. Marry, Sir, lullaby to your bounty ?till I. 
come again. I go, Sir; but I would not. have you. 
to think that my deſire of having is the ſin of co- 
vetouſneſs ; but, as you ſay, Sir, let your bounty 
take a nap, and I will awake it anon. 

[Exit Clown. 


Enter Antonio and Officers. 


io. Here comes the man, Sir, that did reſcue ma, 
Duke. That face of his I do remember well; 
Yet when I ſaw it laſt, it was beſmear'd 
As black as Vulcan in the ſmoak of war: 
A bawbling veſſel was he _ of, 
For ſhallow draught and bulk unprizable, 
With which ſuch ſcathful graple did he make 
With the moſt noble bottom of our fleet, 
That very envy and the tongue of loſs 
Cry'd fame and hanour on him.——Whars the 
matter ? | | 
1 Offc. Orſino, this is that Antonio 
That took the Phoenix and her fraught from Candy; 
And this is he that did the Tyger board, 
When your young nephew Titus loſt his leg: 
Here in the ſtreets, deſperate of ſhame and ſtate, 
In private brabble did we apprehend him. 
Vio. He.did me kindneſs, Sir; drew on my. ſide: 
But, in concluſion, put ſtrange fpeech upon me; 
ration. | | 
Duke. Notable pirate! thou ſalt-water thief ! 


What fooliſh boldneſs breught thee to their mercies, 


Whom thou in terms ſo bloody, and ſo dear, 

Haſt made thine enemies ? 

Ant. Orſino, noble Sir, 

Be pleas'd that I ſhake off theſe names you give me: 
Antonio never yet was thief or pirate; 
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Though I confeſs, and on baſe ee enough, 
Orſino's enemy. A witchcraft drew me thither: 
That moſt ungrateful boy there, by your ſide, 
From the rude ſea's enrag'd and foamy mouth 
Did I redeem ; a wreck paſt hope he was: 

His life I gave him, and did thereto add- 
My love without retention or reſtraint ; 
All his in dedication. For his ſake 
Did J expoſe myſelf, pure, for his love, 
Into the danger of this adverſe town ; 
Drew to defend him when he was beſet ; 
Where being apprehended, his falſe cunning, 
Not meaning to partake with me in danger, 
Taught him to face me out of his acquaintance 
And grew a twenty years removed thing, 
While one > mg wink; deny'd me mine own 
urſe, 
Which I had recommended to his uſe. 
Not half an hour before. 
Vio. How can this be ? 
Duke. When came he to this town ? | 
Ant. To-day, my Lord; and for three months 
before, | 
No interim, not a minute's vacancy. . 
Both day and night did we keep company. 


. 
Euter Olivia and Attendants. 


Duke. Here comes the Counteſs; now heav'n 
walks on earth. : 
But ee fellow, fellow, thy words are mad- 
neſs: 
Three months this youth hath tended upon me; 
But more of that anon Take him aſide.— 
Oli. What would my Lord, but that he may not 
Wherein Olivia may Com ſerviceable ? have, 
—— Ceſario, you do not keep promiſe with me. 
Vio. Madam! | | 
Dufte. Gracious Olivia i 
* do you ſay, Ceſario?ꝰ Good my 
—— — nd 


22 
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Vio. My Lord would ſpeak, my duty huſhes me. 
Oli. If it be aught to the old tune, my Lord, 
It is as fat and fulſome to mine ear, 
As howling after muſic. 
Duke. Still fo cruel ? 
Oli. Still ſo conſtant, lord. 
Duke. What, to perverſeneſs? you uncivil lady, 
To whoſe ingrate and inauſpicious altars 
My ſoul the Faichfullft offerings has breath'd out, 
That &er devotion tender'd. What ſhall I do? 
Qli. Ev'n what it pleaſe my Lord, that ſhall be- 
come him; 
Duke. Why ſhould I not, had I the heart to do't, 
Like to th' Egyptian thief “, at point of death 
Kill what I love? (a ſavage jealouſy, 
That ſometimes ſavours — 7 : but hear me this; 
Since you to non-regardance caſt my faith, 
And that I partly know the inſtrument 


That ſcrews me from my true | gras in your favour,. 


Live you the marbled-breaſted tyrant (till ; 

But this your minion, whom, I know, you love, 
And whom, by Heav'n I ſwear I tender dearly, 
Him will I tear out of:that cruel eye, 


This Egyptian thief was Thyamis, who was a na- 
tive of Memphis, and at the head of a band of robbers. 
Theagenes and Chariclea falling into their hands, Thya- 
mis fell. deſperately in love with the lady, and would 


| have married her. Soon after, a ſtronger body of rob- 
bers coming down upon Thyamis's party, he was in 


ſuch fears tor his miſtreſs, that he had her ſhut into a 
cave with his treaſure. It was cuſtomary with thoſe 
barbarians, when they deſpaired of their own ſafety, 
firſt to make away with thoſe. whom they held dear, 
and deſired for companions in the next life. Thyamis, 
therefore, benetted round: with his enemies, raging with 
love, jealouſy, and anger, went to his cave; and, call- 
ing aloud in the Egyptian tongue, ſo. ſoon as he heard 
himſelf anſwer'd-towards the cave's mouth by a Gre- 
cian, making to the perſon by the direction of her voice, 
he caught her by the hair with his- left hand, and (ſup- 


Poſing her, ta be, Chariclea) with his right hand plung d 


is ſword into her breaſt, Heliad. Actbiop, Hiſt. 


Sc. 3 WHAT YOU WILL. 6 


Dube. Her huſband, ſirrah? 
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Where he ſits crowned in his maſter's ſpight. 
Come, boy, with me; my thougn:s are ripe in miſ- 
PI ſacritice the lamb that I do love, chief: 
To ſpighi a raven's heart within a dove. | Duke going, 
Vio. And J moſt jocund, apt, and willingly, 


To do you reſt, a thouſand deaths would die. 
| Following, 


Oli. Where goes Ceſario? 
Vio. After him I love, 
More than I love theſe eyes, more than my life; 


More, by all mores, than e'er I ſhall love wife. 
If I do feign, you witneſſes above 


Puniſh wy life, for tainting of my love! 
Oli. Ay me, deteſted! how am I beguiPd? 
Vio. Who does beguile you? who does do you 
wrong ? 
Oli. Haſt thou forgot thyſelf? Is it ſo long? 
Call forth the holy father. | 
Duke. Come, away. [To Viola, 
Oli. Whither, my Lord? Ceſario, huſband, ftay, 
Duke. Huſband ? | 
Oli. Ay, huſband. Can he that deny? 
Vio. No, my Lord, not I. 
Oli. Alas, it is the baſeneſs of thy fear 


That makes thee, ſtrangle thy propriety. 


Fear not, Ceſario, take thy fortunes up: | 
Be that thou knowꝰſt thou art, and tlien thou art 
As great as that thou fear'ſt. | 


Enter Prig/t. 


O welcome, father. | 

Father, I charge thee by thy reverence - 

Here to unfold, (tho' lately we intended 

To keep in darkneſs, what occaſion now 
Reveals before tis ripe), what thou doſt know. 
Hath newly paſt between this youth and me. 
Prieſt. A contract of eternal bond of love, 
Confirm'd by mutual joinder of your hands, 
Atteſted by the holy cloſe of-lips, | 
Strengthned by enterchangement of your rings; 
And all the ceremony of this compact 
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Seal'd in my function, by my teſtimony : 


Ie gince when, my watch hath told me tow'rd my grave 
ef: I have travell'd but two hours. | 
Ig. D#ke. O thou diſſembling cub! what wilt thou be, 


When time hath ſow'd a grizzel on thy caſe? 
Or will not elſe thy craft io quickly grow, 
1g. That thine own trip ſhall be thine overthrow ? 
| Farewell, and take her; but dire& thy feet, 
| Where thou and I henceforth may never meet. 
3 Vio. My Lord, I do proteſt- 
Gli O, do not iwear; 1 
Hold little faith, tho' thou haſt too much fear! 


| $:C-E. NM 
2 Euter Sir Andrew, with his Head broke. 


Sir And. For the love of God a ſurgeon, and ſenò 
one preſently to Sir Toby. 
la. Oli. What's the matter? | 
ay, Fir Aud Was broke my head a- croſs, and given 
Sir Toby a bloody coxcomb too. For the love of 
God your help. I had rather than forty pound I 
were at home. | ' 
Oli. Who has done this, Sir Andrew? 


Sir Aud. The Count's gentleman, one Cefario; ; 
we took him for a coward, but he's the very devil | 
incardinate. q 

t. Duke. My gentleman, Ceſario? j 


Sir And. Od's lifelings, here he i8.—You broke 
my head for nothing; and that that I did, I was ſet 
on to do't by Sir Toby. 

Vio. Why do you ſpeak to me? T never hurt you: 
You drew your {word upon me without cauſe; 

But I beſpake you fair, and hurt you not. 


Enter Sir Toby and Clown. 


Sir And. If a bloodv coxcomb be a hurt, you have 
hurt me: I think you ſet nothing by a bloody cox» 
comb. Here comes Sir Toby halting ; you ſnall 
hear more; but if he had not been in drink, he 
would have tickled you other-gates than he did. 


7 
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Duke. How now, gentleman? how is't with you ? 
Sir To. That's all one, he has hurt me, and there's 


an end on't ; fot. didſt ſee Dick ſurgeon, ſot ? 


.Clo. O he's drunk, Sir Toby, above an hour 
agone; his eyes were ſet at eight i' th' morning. 

Sir To. Then he's a rogue, and a paſt-meaſure 
Painim. 'I hate a drunken rogue. 

Oli. Away with him : who hath made this havoc 


with them? 


Sir And. I'll help you, Sir Toby, becauſe well 


be dreſs'd together. 


Sir To. Will you help an aſs-head, and a cox- 
comb, and a knave, a thin- fac'd knave, a gull? 


[Exeunt Cle. Sir Toby, and Sir Andrew. 


Oli. Get him to bed, and let his hurt be look'd to. 


V. 
Euter Sebaſtian. 


Seb. I am ſorry, Madam, I have hurt your kinſman: 
But had it been the brother of my blood, 
I muſt have done no leſs with wit and ſafety. 

| [ AI ſtand in amaze. 
You throw a ſtrange regard on me, by which 
I do perceive it hath offended you; 
Pardon me, {weet one, even for the vows - 
We made each other but ſo late ago. 


1 


Duke. One face, one voice, one habit, and twe 


perſons; 

Anat'ral perſpective, that is, and is not! 

Seb. Antonio, O my dear Antonio! 
Hew have the hours rack'd and tortur'd me 
Since I have loſt thee ? 
Ant. Sebaſtian are you? 

Seb. Fear'ſt thou that, Antonio! 

Ant. How have you made diviſion of yourſelf? 
An apple, cleft in two, is not more twin 
Than theſe two creatures. Which is Sebaſtian? 

Oli. Moſt wonderful! 

Seb. Do I ſtand there? I never had a brother; 


Nor. can there be that deity in my nature, 
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You come to fright us. 
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Of here and every where. I had a ſiſter, 
Whom the blind waves and ſurges have devour'd: 
Of charity, what kin are you to me ? [To Viola, 
What countryman ? what name? what parentage ? 
Vio. Of Meſlaline ; Sebaſtian was my father; 
Such a Sebaſhan was my brother too : 
So went he ſuited to his wat'ry tomb. 
If ſpirits can aſſume both form and ſuit, 
Seb. A ſpirit I am, indeed; 
But am in that dimenſion groſsly clad, 
Which from the womb I did participate. 
Were you a woman, as the reſt goes even, 
I ſhould my tears let fall upon your cheek, 
And ſay, Thrice welcome, drowned Viola!“ 
Vio. My father had a mole upon his broyy, 
Seb. And ſo had mine. 
Vio. And dy'd that day, when Viola from her birth 
Had number'd thirteen years. | 
Seb. O, that record is lively in my ſoul ; 
He finiſhed, indeed, his mortal act, 
That day that made my ſiſter thirteen years. 
Vio. If nothing letts to make us happy both, 
But this my maſculine uſurp'd attire, 
Do not embrace me, till each circumſtance 
Of place, time, fortune, do cohere and jump, 
That I am Viola; which to confirm, 
I'll bring you to a captain in this town ? 
Where ly my maids weeds; by whole gentle help 


IT was preſerv'd to ſerve this noble Duke. 


All th' occurrence of my fortune ſince 
Hath been between this lady and this lord. 
Seb. So comes it, lady, you have been miſtook; 
[Lo Olivia. 
But nature to her bias drew in that. 
You would have been contracted to a maid, 
Nor are you therein, by my life, deceiv'd; 
You are betroth'd both to a maid, and man. 
Duke. Be not amaz'd: right noble is his blood; 
If this be ſo, as yet the glaſs ſeems true, 


n I was preferr'd. Reviſal. 
Y © L. HI. G 
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I ſhall have ſhare in this moſt happy wreck. 
Boy, thou haſt ſaid to me a thouſand times, 
| __ [To Viola. 
Thou never ſhould'ſt love woman like to me. 
Vio. And all thoſe ſayings will I over-ſwear; 
And all thoſe ſwearings keep as true in ſoul, 
As doth that orbed continent the fire, 
That ſevers day from night. 
Duke. Give me thy hand, 
And let me ſee thee in thy woman's weeds. | 
Vio. The captain that did bring me firſt on ſhore 
Hath my maids garments : he upon ſome action 
Is now in durance, at Malvolio's fuit, 
A gentleman and follower of my Lady's. 
Oli. He ſhall enlarge him: fetch Malvolio hither. 
And yet, alas, now I remember me, 
They ſay, poor gentleman ! he's much diſtract. 


e.. 
Enter the Clown with a letter, and Fabian. 


A moſt extracting frenzy of mine own, 
From my remembrance clearly baniſſd his. 
How does he, ſirrah? 
Co. Truly, Madam, he holds Beelzebub at the 
ſtave's end, as well as a man in his caſe may do : 
Was here writ a letter to you; I ſhould have given't 
you to-day morning. But as a madman's epiſtles 
are no goſpels, ſo it ſkills not much when they are 
deliver'd. 8 | 
Oli. Open't, and read it. 
Clo. Look then to be well edify'd, when the fool 
delivers the madman—By the Lord, Madam 


LReads. 


Oli. How now, art mad? 

Clo. No, Madam, I do but read madneſs: an 
your Ladyſhip will have it as it ought to- be, you 
muſt allow Vox *. | 


Perhaps we ſhould read, © you muſt allow for's,” 
i. e you muſt make the proper allowances for the con- 
dition he is in, Reviſal. | 


1. 
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thou 


offer. 


im, 
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Oli. Pr'ythee read it i' thy right wits. 

Clo. So I do, Madona; but to read his right wits, ' 
is to read thus: therefore 
and give ear. 

Oli. Read it you, firrah. 
Fab. reads.] By the Lord, Madam, 
me, and ihe world ſhall know it + thoug 
put me into darkneſs, and given your drunken uncle 
rule over me, yet have I the benefit of my ſenſes as 
well as your Ladyſhip. I have your own letter, that 
induced me to the ſemblance I put on; with the which 
I doubt not but to do myſelf much right, or you much 
ſhame + think of me as you pleaſe. I leave my duty 

a little unthought of, and ſpeak out of my injury. 
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perpend, my. Princeſs, 


[To Fabian, 
o wrongs 
you have 


The madly us'd Malvolio. 


Oli. Did he write this? 
Clo. Ay, Madam. 
' Dake. This ſavours not much of diſtraction. 

Oli. See him deliver'd, Fabian; bring him hither. 
My Lord, ſo pleaſe you, theſe things further 
ght on, 
To think me as well 2 ſiſter as a wife; 

One day ſhall crown th? alliance on't *, ſo pleaſe 
Here at my houſe, and at my proper colt. 
Duke. Madam, I am moſt apt t embrace your 


S CE N 1 
Enter Malvolio. 


Duke. Is this the madman? 
Oli. Ay, my Lord, this ſame : how now, Malvolio ? 


® Alliance, an't ſo pleaſe you. Reviſal. 
i G 2 


\ 


[ you, 


Your maſter quits you; and for your ſervice done 


So much againſt the metal of your ſez, [To Viola. 

So far beneath your ſoft and tender breeding; 

And fince you calPd me maſter for ſo long, 

Here is my hand you {hall from this time be 

Your maſter's miſtreſs. 3 
Oli. A ſiſter, you are ſhe. 
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Mal. Madam, you have done me wrong, notori- 
ous wrong. 8 

Oli. Have I, Malvolio? no. | 

Mal. Lady, you have; pray you, peruſe that letter. 
You mult not now deny 1t 1s your hand. 
Write from it if you can, in hand or phraſe; 
Or ſay *tis not your ſeal, nor your invention; 
You can ſay none of this. Well, grant it then, 
And tell me in the modefty of honour, | 
Why you have given me ſuch clear lights of favour, 
Bade me come imiling, and croſs-garter'd to you, 
To put on yellow ſtockings, and to frown 
Upon Sir Toby, and the lighter people : 
And acting thus in an obedient hope, 
Why have you ſuffer'd me to be impriſon'd, 


Kept in a dark houſe, viſited by the prieſt, 


And made the moſt notorious geck and gull 
That &er invention play'd on? tell me, why? 
Oli. Alas, Malvolio, this is not my writing, 


Tho', I confeſs, much like the character: 
But, out of queſtion, 'tis Maria's hand. 


And now I do bethink me, it was ſhe. 
Firſt told me thou waſt mad; then cam'ſt thou 
ſmiling, 5 


And in ſuch forms which here were preſuppos'd + 


Upon thee in the letter: pr'ythee, be content; 
This practice hath moſt ſhrewdly paſs'd upon thee; 
But when we know the grounds and authors of it, 
Thou ſhalt be both the plamtiff and the judge 
Of thine own caule. | 

Fab. Good Madam, hear me ſpeak; 
And let no quarrel, nor no brawl to come, 
Taint the condition of fhis preſent hour, 
Which I have wond'red at. In hope it ſhall not 
Moſt freely I confeſs myſelf and Sir Toby 
Set this device againſt Malvolio here, 
Upon ſome ſtubborn and uncourteous parts 
We had conceiv'd againſt him. Maria writ 
The letter at Sir Toby's great importance; 


+ 7. e. previouſly pointed out to thee, in ſuch a man- 


ner as to deceive thee. Keviſal. 


re 
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In recompence whereof he hath married her, 
How with a n malice it was follow'd, 
May rather pluck on laughter than revenge, 
If that the injuries be juſtly weigb'd, 
That have on both ſides paſs'd. | 
Oli. ax poor fool! how have they baffled 
- tnee r | 
Clo. Why, ſome are born great, ſome atchieve 
greatneſs, and ſome have greatneſs thruſt upon them. 
J was one, Sir, in this interlude ; one Sir Topas, 
Sir; but that's all one :——by he Lord, fool, I am 


not mad ;—but do you remember, Madam, ——why 


laugh you at ſuch a barren raſcal? an you (mile not 
hos gagg'd : 2 thus the 9 of — brings 
in his revenges. 
Mal. Til be reveng'd on the whole pack of you. 
a Exit. 
Oli. He hath been moſt notoriouſſy abus d. 
- Dake. Purſue him, and intreat him to a peace: 
He hath not told us of the captain yet; 
When that is known, and golden time convents, 
A ſolemn combination ſhall be made 
Of our dear ſouls. Mean time, ſweet ſiſter, 
We will not part from hence. —Ceſario, come; 
(For ſo you ſhall be, while you are a man ;) 
But when in other habits you are ſeen, | 
Orſino's miſtreſs, and his fancy's queen. [ Exeunt. 


Clown ſings. 


When that I was a little tiny boy, 
With hey, ho, the wind and the rain: 
A fooliſh thing was but a toy, 
For the rain it raineth every day. 


But when I came to man's eſtate, 
With hey, ho, &c. | 
*Gainſt knaves and theives men ſhut their gate; 
For the rain, &c. | 
But when I came, alas! to wive,. 
With hey, ho, &c. 
Sy 4 wag gering could I never thrive,. 
or the rain, &c. | 
5 G 3 
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2» TWELFTH-NIGHT: Cc. Ad v. 


But when I came unto my beds, 
With hey, ho, &c. 

With toſs-pots ſtill had drunken heads,. 
For the rain, &c. 


A great while. ago the world begun, 
With hey, ho, &c. | 
But that's all one, our play is done; 
And we'll ſtrive to pleaſe you every day. 
| [Exit *. 


This play is, in the graver part, elegant and eaſy, 
and in ſome of the lighter ſcenes, exquifitely humour- 
ous. Ague-cheek is drawn with great propriety ; but V 
his character is, in à great meaſure, that of natural fa- | 
tuity, and is, therefore, not the proper prey of a ſatiriſt. 
The ſoliloquy of Malvolio is truly comic; he is be- 
trayed to ridicule merely by his pride. The marriage- 
of Olivia, and the ſucceeding perplexity, though well 
enough contrived to divert on the ſtage, wants credi- 
bility, and fails to produce the proper inſtruction re- 
quired in the drama, as it exhibits no juſt picture of 
Aife. Jobnſon. | 
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Dramatis Perſonz. 


SIR Jonn FALSTAFF« 
FENTON. 

SHALLOW, a country juſtice. 
SLENDER, couſin to Shallow. 
— K en 0 3 two gentlemen, dwelling at Windſor. 
Sir HU RH Evans, a Welch parſon. 

DyCarvs, x French doctor. 


_ Hoſt of the Garter. 


BAR DOLYEH. 

Pi$STOL, 

NYM. 

Rost N, page to Falſtaff. 

W1LLIAM PAGE, a boy; ſorrto "I 
SIMPLE, ſervant to Slender. 

Russ x, ſervant to Dr Caius. 


Mrs PAGE. 
Mrs Fo x Ds 


Mrs ANNE PAGE, daughter to Mr-Page, in love with: 


| Fenton. 
Mrs-QUICKLY, ſervant to Dr Caius. 


Servants to Page, Ford; Cc. 
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ACT L SCENE I 
Before Page”: Houſe in Windſor. 


Enter Fuſtice Shallow, Slender, and Sir Hugh Evans, 


Shallow. 


IR Hugh, perſuade me not. I will make a 
Star- chamber matter of it. If he were twen- 
ty Sir John Falſtaffs, he ſhall not abuſe Ro- 

bert Shallow, Eſq ; 

Sen. In the county of Glouceſter, juſtice of 
peace, and coram. 

Shal. Ay, couſin: Slender, and caſtalorum. 
Sen. Ay, and rato lorum too; and a gentleman 
born, maſter parion, who writes himſelf armigere 


* Queen Elizabeth was ſo well pleaſed with the ad- 
mirable character of Falſtaff in the two parts of Hen- 
ry IV. that, as Mr Rowe informs us, ſhe commanded 


- Shakeſpeare to continue it for one play more, and to 


ſhew him in love. To this command we owe the 
Merry Wives of Windſor : which, Mr Gildon ſays, he 
was very well aſſured our author linithed in a fortnight. 
But this muſt be meant only of rhe firſt imperfect ſketch 
of this comedy, an old quarto edition whereof I have 
ſeen, printed in 1603; which ſays, in the title-page N 
As it bath been divers times acted both betore her Majelty 
and elſcubire. Pope. Theobald. N 
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in any bill, warrant, quittance, or obligation; ar- 
migero. | | 

Shal. Ay, that I do, and have done any time 

| theſe three hundred years. 5 | 

Slen. All his ſucceſſors, gone before him, have 
don't; and all his anceſtors, that come after him, 
may; they may give the dozen white luces in their 
coat. 

Sal. It is an old coat. | 

Eva. The dozen white lowſes do become an old 
coat well; it agrees well, paſſant; it is a familiar 
beaft to man, and ſignifies love. | | 

Shal. The luce is the freſh fiſh, the ſalt-fiſh is 
an old coat.. | 
Slen. I may quarter, coz. 

Shal. You may, by marrying. 

Eva. It is marring, indeed, if he quarter it. 

Shal, Not a whit. 

Eva. Yes, per lady; if he has a quarter of your 
coat, there is but three ſhirts for yourſelf, in my 
ſimple conjectures. But that is all one; if Sir John 
Falſtaff have eommitted diiparagements upon you, 
I am of the church, and would be glad to do my 
benevolence, to make atonements and compromies 
between you. | | 

Sal. The council ſhall hear it; it is a riot. 

Eva. It is not meet the council hear of a riot; 
there is no fear of Got in a riot: the council, look 
you ſhall defire to hear the fear of Got, and not to 

ear a riot; take your viza-ments in that. 


} 
| 
| 


— . — 
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—— 


—— 
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ſword fhould end it. | 
Eva. It is petter that friends is the ſword, and' 
end it; and there is alſo another device in my 
- prain, which, peradventure, prings good diſcretions 
with it; there is Anne Page, which is daughter to- 
Maſter George Page, which 1s pretty virginity. 
Slen. Miſtreſs Anne Page ? the has brown hair, 
and ſpeaks ſmall like a woman. 
Eva, Tt is that ferry perſon for all the orld, as. 
Juſt as you will defire ; and ſeven hundred pounds 
ef monies, and gold and ſilver, is her grandſire up- 


nu rms . — 
— —— — — — 
I 1 . — 8 
* 
* W 


Shal. Ha! o' my life, if 1 were young again, the 


he 
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on kis death's bed (Got deliver to a joyful reſur- 
rections), give, when ſhe is able to overtake ſeven- 
teen years old: it were a good motion, if we leave 
our pribbles and prabbles, and deſire a marriage 
between Maſter Abraham and Miſtreſs Anne Page. 

Slen. Did her grandſire leave her ſeven hundred 


pounds? 

Eva. Ay, and her father is make her a petter 
enny. ä | 
b Sen. I know the young gentlewoman ; ſhe has 
good pifts. | 


Shal. Seven hundred pounds, and poſlibilities, is 


good gifts. 


Slen, Well; let us ſee honeſt Mr Page: is Fal- 
ſtaff there ? 

Eva. Shall I tell you a lie? I do deſpiſe a liar, 
as I do deſpiſe one that is falſe ; or as I deſpiſe 
one that is not true. The knight, Sir John, is there ; 
and, I beſeech you, be ruled by your well-withers, 
I will peat the door [K»»cks.] for Maſter Page. 
What, how? Got bleſs your houle here. 


SC EN NH. 
Enter Mr Page. 


Page. Who's there ? 

Eva. Here is Got's bleſſing, and your friend, and 
Juſtice Shallow; and here's young Maſter Slender; 
that, peradventures, {hall tell you another tale, if 
matters grow to your likings. | 

Page. I am glad to fee your Worſhips well. I 
thank you for my veniſon, Maſter Shallow. | 

Hal. Maſter Page, I am glad to fee you; much 
good do it your good heart: I wiſt'd your veni- 

n better; it was ill kilPd. How doth good Mis 
ſtreſs Page? and I thank you always with my hearty 
la; with my heart. | 

Page. Sir, I thank you. 

Sal. Sir, I thank you; by yea and no, I do. 

Page. I am glad to ſee you, good Maſter Slender. 

Sen. How does your fallow greyhound, Sir? I 
heard ſay, he was out-run on Cotſale. 


— — 
— 2 — —— — 
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Page. It could not be judg'd, Sir. 

Slen. You'll not confeſs, you'll not copfeſs. 

Shal. That he will not—tis your fault * your 
fault—tis a good dog. | 

Page. A cur, Sir. 
Shal. Sir, he's a good dog, and a fair ic ea 
there be more ſaid? he is good and fair. Is Sir 


Jahn Falſtaff here? 


Page. Sir, he is within; and 1 would I could 
do a good office between you. 

Eva. It is ſpoke as a Chriſtians ought to ſpeak, 

Sal. He hath wrong'd me, Maſter Page. 
Page. Sir, he doth in ſome fort confeſs it. 

Shal. If it be confeſs'd, it is not redreſs'd; is not 
that fo, Maſter Page ? He hath wrong'd me—in- 
deed he hath—at a word, he hath—believe me— 
Robert Shallow, Elq; faith he is wrong'd. 

Page. Here comes Sir John. 


n II 
Enter Sir John Falſtaff, Bardolph, Nym and Piſtol 
Fal. Now, Maſter Shallow, you'll complain of me 


to the council? 


Sal. Knight, you have beaten my men, kilbd 
my deer, and broke open my lodge. - 

Fal. But not kiſs'd your keeper's daughter, 

Sal. Tut, a pin; this ſhall be anſwer'd. 

Fal. I will anſwer it ſtrait : I have done all this. 
That is now anſwer'd. 

Shal. The council ſhall know this. 

Fal. *Twere better for you if *twere not known 
in council; yowll be laugl'd at. 

Eva. Pauca verba, Sir john, good worts. 

Fal. Good worts? good cabbage. Slender, I 
broke your head ; what matter have you againſt me? 

Slen Marry, Sir, I have matter in my head 

agamſt you, and againſt your coney-catching-raſ- 

cals , Bardolph Nym and Piſtol. 


+ A coney-catcher was, in the time of Elizabeth, 2 
common name for a cheat or ſharper, FJehby/on. 


8 
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Pit. How now, Mephoſtophilus “? 


two Edward ſhovel-boards, that coſt me two ſhil- 
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Bar. You Banbury cheeſe ? 
Slen. Ay, it is no matter. 


Jen. Ay, it is no matter. 
Nym. Slice, I ſay; panca, pauca : ſlice, that's 
my humour. | f 
Slen. Where's Simple, my man? can you tell, 
couſin? | 
Eva. Peace, I pray you; now let us underſtand : 
there is three nmpires in this matter, as I under- 
ſtand ; that is, Maſter Page; fidelicet, Maſter Page; 
and there is myſelf ; fidlics, myſelf; .and the 
three party is, laſtly and finally, mine hoſt. of the 
Garter. | | | 
Page, We three to hear it, and end it between 
them. | 
Eva. Ferry goot; I will make a prief of it in 
my note book, and we will afterwards ork upon 
the cauſe with as great diſcreetly as we can. 
Fal. Piſtol 
Piſt. He hears with ears. FT: 
Eva. The tevil and his tam! what phraſe is 
this, he hears with ear? why, it is affectations. 
Fal. Piſtol, did you pick Mr Slender's purſe ? 
Slen. Ay, by theſe gloves did he, (or I would I 
might never come in mine own great chamber 
again elſe), of ſeven groats in mill-ſixpences, and 
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ling and two pence a-piece of Lead Miller, by 1 
theſe gloves. | h a 
Fal. Is this true, Piſtol? 1 
Eva. No; it is falſe, if it is a pick-purſe. | 
Piſt. Ha, thou mountain-foreigner Sir John, 
ä and maſter mine, | a 
I combat challenge of this latten bilboe : 
Word of denial in thy Labra's here ; 
Word of denial. Froth and ſcum, thou ly'ſt, 
Slen. By theſe gloves, then "twas he. 
Nym. Be advis'd, Sir, and paſs good humours: 
I will ſay marry trap with you, if you run the bale 


* The name of a ſpirit or familiar. Warton. 


35 
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humour on me; that is the very note of it. 

Slen. By this hat then, he in the red face had it; 
for tho? I cannot remember what I did when you 
made me drunk, yet I am not altogether an als. 

Fal. What ſay you, Scarlet and John *? 

Bard Why, Sir, for my part, I ſay the gentle- 
man had drunk himſelf out of his five ſentences, 

Eva. It is his five ſenſes: fy, what the igno- 
rance is! | | | 

Bard. And being fap, Sir, was, as they ſay, ca- 
ſhierd ; and fo concluſions paſt the car-eiresF. 

Slen. Ay, you ſpake in Latin then too; but “tis 
no matter; I'll ne'er be drunk whilſt I live again, 
but in honeſt, civil, godly company, for this trick: 
if I be drunk, I'll be drunk with thoſe that have 
the fear of God, and not with drunken knaves. 

Eva. 80 Got udg me, that is a virtuous mind. 

Fal. You hear all theſe matters deny'd, gentle- 

men; you hear it. 


Enter Miſtreſs Anne Page, with wine. 


Page. Nay, daughter, carry the wine in; we'll 
drink within. I Erit Anne Page. 
Slen. O heav'n! this is Miſtreſs Anne Page. 


Enter Miſtreſs Ford, and Miſtreſs Page. 


Page. How now, Miſtreſs Ford? f 
Tal Miſtreſs Ford, by my troth you are very 
well met: by your leave, good miſtreſs. 
= [ Kiffing. her. 
Page. Wife, bid theſe gentlemen welcome : come, 
wehavea hot veniſon oy to dinner: come, gentle- 
men; I hope we ſhall drink down all unkindneſs. 
| (Exeunt Fal. Page, &c. 


* The names of two of Robin Hood's companions. 

5 Warburton. 

+ I believe this ſtrange word is nothing but the French 

cariere, and the expreſſion means, that te common bounds 
of good behaviour were overpaſſed, Johnſon, + 
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N E IV. 
Manent Shallow, Evans, and Slender. 


Slen, I had rather than forty ſhillings I had my 
book of ſongs and ſonnets here, | 


Enter Simple, 


How now, Simple, where have you been? I muſt 


wait on myſelf, muſt 1? you have not the book of 
riddles about you, have you ? | 
Simp. Book of riddles! why, did you not lend it 
to Alice Shortcake upon Allhallowmas laſt, a fort- 
night afore Michaelmas ? 
Sal. Come, coz; come coz; we ſtay for vou: 
a word with you, coz : marry this, coz ; there is, 


as *twere, a tender, a kind of tender, made afar off 


by Sir Hugh here; do you underſtand me? 
Slen. Ay, Sir, you ſhall find me reaſonable : if it 


be ſo, I Hall do that that is reaſon, 


Sal. Nay, but underſtand me. 

Slew So I do, Sir. Ss 

Eva. Give ear to his motions, Mr Slender: I 
will deſcription the matter to you, if you be capa- 
city of it. : 

Slen Nay, I will do as my coufin Shallow ſays: 
I pray you, pardon me; he's a juſtice of peace in 
his country, ſimple tho? I ſtand here. 

Eva. But that is not the queſtion ; the queſtion 
is concerning your marriage. 

Hal. Ay, there's the point, Sir. 

Eva. Marry is it; the very point of it, to Mrs 
Arme Page. ; 

Slen. Why, if it be ſo, I will marry her upon 
any reaſonable demands. | | | 

Eva But can you affetion the %man ? let us 
command to know that of your mouth, or of your 
lips; for divers philoſophers hold, that the lips is 
parcel of the mind *; therefore preciſely, can you 
carry your good will to the maid ? 


* Parcel of the mouth. Reviſal. 
I a 
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8 

Hal. Couſin Abraham Slender, can you love her ? 8 
Slen. J hope, Sir, I will do as it ſhall become one - 
that would do reaſon. | | jo 
Eva. Nay, Got's lords and his ladies, you muſt J 


ſpeak poſſitable, if you can carry her your deſires tl 

towards her. „ * 
SHal. That you muſt: will you, upon good dow- 

ry, marry her? | tl 
Slen. I will do a greater thing than that upon: 

your requeſt, couſin, in any reaſon. 85 

Sal. Nay, conceive me, conceive me, ſweet coz ;. 

what I do is to pleaſure you, coz; can you love 

the maid ? | . b 
Slen. J will marry her, Sir, at your requeſt : but- al 


if there be no great love in the beginning, yet 
heav'n may decreaſe it upon better acquaintance, . 
when we are married, and have more occaſion to . 
know one another. I hope upon familiarity will 
grow more contempt ; but if you ſay marry her, I 
will marry her, that J am freely. diſſolved, and diſ-. 


ſolutely. | q 
Exa. It is a ferry diſcretion anſwer, ſave the fall g: 

is in thꝰ ort . 200 Ai the ort is, according to our 
meaning, reſolutely ; his meaning is good. 0 
Shal. Ay, I think my couſin meant well. 1 
Slen. Ay, or elſe I would I might he bang'd, la. 1 
N V. | þ 


Enter Miſtreſs Anne Page. a 


Sal. Here comes fair Miſtreſs Anne: would I 
were young for your ſake, Miſtreſs Anne ! 5 

Anne. The dinner is on the table; my father de- 
ſires your Worſhip's company. 

Shal. I will wait on him, fair Miſtreſs Anne. 

Eva. Od's pleſſed will, I will not be abſence at 
the grace. [ Ex. Shallow and Evans. 

Anne. WilPt pleaſe your Worſhip to come in, Sir? 

Slen. No, I thank you, forſooth, heartily; I am. 
very well 5 

Anne. The dinner attends you, Sir. 

Slen. I am not a-hungry, I thank you, forſooth; 
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Go, ſirrah, for all you are my man, go wait upon 
my couſin Shallow: [ Ex. Simple. ] A juſtice of peace 
ſometime may be beholden to his friend for a man. 
I keep but three men and a boy yet, till my mo- 
ther be dead; but what though, yet I1 live like a 
poor gentleman born. | 

Anne. I. may not go in without your worſhip 
they will not fit *till you come. 


Sen. I' faith PI eat nothing: I thank you as 


much as though I did. 
Anne. I pray you, Sir, walk in. 
| Slen. I had rather walk here, I thank you: I 
bruis'd my ſhin_th* other day, with playing at ſword 
and dagger with a maſter of fence, three veneys for 
a diſh of ſtew'd prunes; and, by my troth, I can- 
not abide the ſmell of hot meat ſince. Why do 
your dogs bark ſo? be there bears i' th' town? 
Anne. - think there are, Sir; I heard them talk'd 
of, 


| S$len. I love the ſport well, but I {hall as ſoon | 


quarrel at it as any man in England, You are 
afraid if you fee the bear looſe, are you not? 

Anne. Ay, indeed, Sir. 

den. That's meat and drink to me now; I have 
ſeen Sackerſon looſe twenty times, and have taken 
him by the cham; bat I warrant you the women 
have ſo cry'd and ſhriek'd at it, that it paſt“: but 
women indeed cannot abide 'em, they are very ill- 


ſavour'd rough things. 


Enter Mr Page. 


Page. Come, gentle Mr Slender, come; we ſtay 
for you. | | 

Slen. VII eat nothing, I thank yon, Sir. 

Page. By cock and pye, you {hail not chute, 
Sir; come, come. | . 

len. Nay, pray you, lead the way. 

Page. Come on, Sir. 


It paſt, or this baſſes, was a way of ſpeaking cuſtoma- 
ry heretofore, to Hhenity the exce/s, Or ext! aurammary degree 
ot any thing. Warburton. | | 
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. $len. Miſtreſs Anne, yourſelf ſhall go firſt. 
Anne. Not I, Sir; pray you, keep on. 
Slen. Truly I will not go firſt, truly-la: I will 
not do you that wrong. 
Anne. I pray you, Sir. | 


Sen. Pl rather be unmannerly than trouble-- 


ſome; you do yourſelf wrong, indeed-la. [ Exennt. 


VVV 
Re-enter Evans and Simple. 


Eva. Go your ways, and aſk of Doctor Ciaus' 
houſe which is the way; and there dwells one Mi- 
ſtreſs Quickly, which is in the manner of his nurſe, . 
or his dry nurſe, or his cook, or his laundry, his. 
waſher, and his wringer. 

Simp. Well, Sir. 
Eva. Nay, it is petter yet; give her this letter; 
for it is a *oman that altogethers acquaintance with 
Miſtreſs Anne Page; and the letter is to"defire and 
Tequrre her to ſolicit your maſter's defires to Miſtreſs 
Anne Page. I pray you be gone; I will make an 
end of my dinner; there's pippins and cheeſe to 

come, [Exeunt ſeverally, 


Changes to the Garter-inn. 


- 


Euter Falſtaff, Hoſt, Bardolph, Nym, Piſtol,” 


| and Robin. 
Fal. Mine hoſt of the Garter. 


* 


HFoſt. What ſays my bully Rock? ſpeak ſcholar- 


ly and wiſely. 

Fal. Truly, mine hoſt, T muſt turn away ſome of 
my followers. | 

Hoſt. Diſcard, bully Hercules, caſhier ; let them 
wag: trot, trot. 

Ful. I fit at ten pounds a week. | 

Hoſt. Thowrt an Emperor, Cæſar, Keiſar and 
Pheaſar. I will entertain Bardolph, he ſhall draw, 
he ſhall tap: ſaid I well, bully Hector? 7 
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Ful. Do ſoz good mine hoſt. 

Hot. I have ſpoke, let him follow; let me ſee thee 
froth, and live: I am at a word; follow. | Exit Hoſt. 

Ful. Bardolph, follow him; a tapſter is a good 
trade: an old cloak makes a new Fer ap a wither'd 


ſerving-man a freſh tapſter; go, adieu. 


Bard. It is a life that I have deſir'd: I will thrive. 

: | | [ Exit Bard. 

Piſt. O baſe Hungarian. wight, wilt thou the. 
ſpigot wield ? 


Nym. He was gotten in drink; is not the humour 


conceited? His mind is not heroic, and there's the: 
humour of it. | 
Fal. J am glad I am ſo quit of this tinderbox ; 
his thefts were too open ; his filching was like an 
unſkilful finger, he kept not time. : 
Nym. The good humour is to ſteal at a minute's *. 
reſt 


Fal. Well, Sirs, I am almoſt out at heels. 
Pi/t. Why, then let kibes enſue. 


Fal. There is no remedy : I mult coney- catch, 1 


: mult ſhift. : 


Piſt. Young ravens muſt have food. 

Fal. Which of you know Ford of this town ? 

Piſt. J ken the wight, he is of ſubſtance good. 

Fal. My honeſt lads, I will tell you what I am 
about. | 

Piſt. Two yards and more. | 

Fal. No quips now, Piſtol: indeed, I am in the 
waſte two yards about; but I am now about no 
waſte, I am about thrift. Briefly, I do mean to 


make love to Ford's wife: I ſpy entertainment in 


her; ſhe di ſcourſes, ſhe carves, ſhe gives the leer 
of invitation : I can conſtrue the action of her fa- 
miliar ſtyle, and the hardeſt voice of her behayiour, 
to be engliſhed right, is, I am Sir Fohn Falſtaff *s. 

Piſt.. He hath ſtudy'd her well, and tranſlated her 
well, out of honeſty into Engliſh. 


| Our author probably wrote, at a minim's reſt. Johnſ. 


iſt. Canvey, the wiſe it call: ſteal? foh; a fice 
for the phraſe! . | 
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Nym. The anchor * is deep; will that humour paſs? 


Ful. Now the report goes, ſhe has all the rule of 


her huſband's purſe: ſhe hath a legion of angels. 
: Piſt. As many devils entertain; and to her, boy, 
MF ©» Om | 
'__ Nym. The humour riſes; it is good; humour me 
the angels. | 
Fal. I have writ me here a letter to her; and here 
another to Page's wife, who. even now gave me 
good eyes too, examin'd my parts with moſt judi- 
cious oeilaids; ſometimes the beam of her view 
gilded my foot, ſometimes my portly belly. 
Pit. Then did the ſun on dunghill ſhine. 

Nym I thank thee for that humour. 

Fal. O, the. did fo courſe o' er my exteriors with 
ſuch a greedy intention, that tlie appetite of her eye 
did ſeem to ſcorch me up like a burning-glats, 
Here's another letter to her; ſhe bears the, purſe 
too; ſhe is a region in Guiana, all gold and bounty. 
I will be cheater ꝗ to them both, and they ſhall. be 
Exchequers to me; they {ball be my Eaſt and Weſt 
Indies, and I will trade to them both. Go, bear 
thou this letter to Miſtreſs Page; and thou this to 


Miſtreſs Ford: we will thrive, lads, we will thrive: | 


Pit. Shall T Sir Pandarus of Troy become, 
And by my fide wear ſteel? then Lucifer take all! 

Nym. I will run no baſe humour; here take the 
humour-letter, I will keep the haviour of reputa- 
tion. i 
Fal. Hold, ſirrah, bear you theſe letters tightly, 
Sail like my pinnace to theſe golden ſhores. 

[7o Robin. 

Rogues, hence, avaunt; vaniſh like hail-ſtones, go; 
Trudge, pod away o' th? hoof, ſeek ſhelter, pack! 
Falſtaff will learn the humour of the age, 
French thrift, you rogues; myſelf, and ſkirted page. 

2 5 | [Ex. Falſtaff and Boy. 


* A caſk or barrel. 1 
f By which is meant Eſcheatours, an officer in the ex- 
chequer, in no good repute with the common people. 
1 Warburton. 
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P3/t. Let vultures gripe thy guts; for gourd and 
5 Fullam * i ug g 2 75 o 
And high and low beguiles the rich and poor. 
Teſter Dll have in pouch when thou ſhalt lack, 
Baſe Phrygian Turk!  -/ 
Nym. I have operations in my head, which be 


humours of revenge. 


Piſt. Wilt thou revenge? 
Nym. By Welkin, and her ſtar. 
Piſt. With wit, or ſteel? | 
Nym. With both the humours, I: | 
I-will diſcuſs the humour of this love to Ford. 
Piſt. And I to Page ſhall eke unfold, 
How Falſtaff, varlet vile, | 
His dove will prove, his gold will hold, 
And his ſoft couch defile. | 
Nym. My humour ſhall not cool; I will incenſe 
Ford to deal with poiſon ; I will poſſeſs him with 
yellowneſs; for the revolt of mien is dangerous: 
that is my true humour. 


PI/t. Thou art the Mars of. male- contents: I ſe- 
cond thee; troop on... [ Exeunt. 


S-C EK NE 1. - 
Changes to Dr Cains's Houſe. 
Enter Mrs Quickly, Simple, and John Rugby. 


_ Nuic, What, John Rugby! I pray thee, go to 


the caſement, and fee if you can ſee my maſter, 
Maſter Doctor Caius, coming; if he do, 7 fanh, 
and find any body in the houſe, here will be old 
abuſing of God's patience, and the king's Englith. 

Rug. PH go watch, | | 

Quic. Go, and we'll have a poſſet for't ſoon at 
night, in faith, at the latter end of a ſea- coal fire. 
[Exit Rugby. ] An honeſt, willing, kind fellow, as 


ever ſervant ſhall come in houſe withal; and, 1 war- 


Fullam is a cant- term for falſe dice : ourd, another 


inſtrument of gaming. PFarb. 
This revalt of mine. Pope. . 
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rant you, no tell- tale, nor no breed-bate; his worſt 
fault is, that he is given to prayer; he is ſomething 
; eee way; but no body but has his fault; but 


et that paſs. Peter Simple you ſay your name is. 


Sim. Ay, for fault of a better 
Quic. And Maſter Slender's your maſter ? 
Sim. Ay, forſooth. Ln ig 


Quic. Does he not wear a great round beard, 


like a glover's paring-knife ? 
Sim. No, forſooth; he hath but a little wee - face, 


with a little yellow beard, a Cain- colour'd * beard. 


Quic. A ſoftly-ſprighted man, is he not? 


Sim. Ay, forſooth; but he is as tall a man of his 
hands, as any 1s between this and his head : he 


hath fought with a warreneF. 


Quic. How ſay you? oh, I thould remember him; 
does he not hold up his head, as it were? and ſtrut 


in his gait? = | 
Sim. Yes, indeed does he. | 


Quic. Well, heav'n ſend Anne Page no worſe 
fortune! Tell Maſter Parſon Evans, Pl do what FE 
can for your maſter: Anne is a good girl, and 1 


Wi i 
. Enter Rugby. 


Rug. Out, alas! here comes my maſter. 


Quic. We ſhall all be ſhent; run in here, good 

dung man; go into this cloſet ; | /buts Simple in the 

_ cloſet. ] he will not ſtay long. What, John Rugby! 
John! what, John, I ſay; go, John, go enquire for 

my maſter; I doubt, he be not well that he comes 

not home: and down, down, a-down=a, &c. [ Sings, 


i d NE X. 
| Enter Doctor Caius. 


. Caius Vat is you ſing? I do not like des toys; 
prey you, go and vetch me in my clolet un boitier 
verdÞ; a box, a green-a box; do intend vat I 


ſpeak? a green-a box. 


Cain and Judas, in the tapeſtries and pictures of 


old, were repreſented with yellow beards. Theobald. 
t A caſe of ſurgeons inſtruments. Dr Gray. 
_ | | 


3 
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Quic Ay, forſooth, I'll fetch it you. 


am glad he went not in himſelf; if he had found 
the young man, he would have been horn-mad. 
| Aſide. 
Caius. Fe, fe, fe, fe, ma-foi, il fait fort 1 je 
men vai? d la cour la grande affaire. | 
Quic Is it this, Sir ? 
Caius. Ouy, mertez le au mon pocket; depëchiex, 
quickly, ver is dat knave Rugby: ee 
Quic. What, John Rugby! John! 
Rug. Here, Sir. = 
Caius. You are John Rugby, and you are Jack 
Rugby; come, take-a your rapier, and come after 
my heel to the court. D ER 
Rug. ?Tis ready, Sir, here in the porch. 
Caius. By my trot, I tarry too long: od's me! 
u ay j owblie 2 dere is lome 3 in my cloſet, 
dat I will not for the varld I ſhall leave behind. 
Ouic. Ay-me, he'll find the young man there, 
and be mad. 
Caius. O diable, diable ! vat is in my cloſet? vil- 
line, Larron ! Rugby, my rapier. | 
| Pulls Simple out of the cloſet, -_ 
Quic. Good maſter, be content. | 
Caius. Wherefore ſhall I be content-a ? 
Quic The young man is an honeſt man. 
Caius. What ſhall de honeſt man do in my clofet ? 
dere is no honeſt man dat ſhall come in my cloſet. 
Quic. I beſeech you, be not ſo phlegmatic ; hear 
the truth of it. He came of an errand to me from 
pariſon Hugh. 
Caius. Vell. 
Sim. Ay, forſooth, to deſire her to 
Quic. Peace, I pray you. | | 
Caius. Peace-a your tongue. —Speak-a your tale, 
Sim. To defire this honeſt gentlewoman, vour 
maid, to ſpeak a good word to M frets Anne Page 
for my maſter, in the way of marriage. 
Quic This is all, indeed-la - but Pl never put 
my tinger in the fire, and need not. 
Cains. Sir Hugh ſend-a vou? Rugby, daillez me 
{ome paper; tarry you a little while. | 


* 
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Quic. T am glad he is ſo quiet; if he had been 
thoroughly moved, you ſhould have heard him ſo 
loud, and fo melancholy. But notwithſtanding, 
man, I'll do for your maſter what good I can; and 
the very yea and the no is, the French Doctor my 
maſter, (I may call him my maſter, look you, for 
J keep his houſe, and I waſh, wring, brew, bake, 
ſcour, dreſs meat and drink, make the beds, and 
do all my ſelf.) 

Sim. Tis a great charge to come under one bo- 
dy's hand. 1 | 


Quic. Are you a-vis'd o? that? you ſhall find it a 


great charge; and to be. up. early and down late, 
But notwithſtanding, to tell you in your ear, 
J would have no words of it, my maſter himſelf is 
in love with Miſtreſs Anne Page; but notwithſtand- 
ing that, I know Anne's mind, that's neither here 
nor there. | 

Caius. Yon jack'nape ; give a-this letter to Sir 
Hugh; by gar, it is a ſhallenge: I will cut his 
throat in de parke, and I will teach a ſcurvy jack- 
a-nape prieſt to meddle or make you may be 
gone; it is not good you tarry here; by gar, I will 
cut all his two ſtones; by gar, he ſhall not have a 


ſtone to trow at his dog. [Exit Simple. 


Ouic. Alas, he ſpeaks but for his friend. 
* Cains. It is no matter'a ver dat: do you not tell+ 
ame, dat I ſhall have Anne Page for myſelf? by 
gar, I vill kill de jack prieſt; and I have appointed 
mine hoſt of de Jarterre to meaſure our weapon ; 
by gar I will myſelf have Anne Page. | 

e Sir, the maid loves you, and all ſhall be 
well : we muſt give folks leave to prate ; what, the 
goujere! | | 

Caius. Rugby, come to the court with me 
by gar, if IJ have not Anne Page, I ſhall turn your 
head out of my door :—follow my heels, Rugby. 

; Ex. Caius and Rugby. 

Quic. You ſhall have An fool's-head of your own. 

o, I know Anne's mind for that; never a woman 
in Windſor knows more of Anne's wind than I do, 
nor can do more than I do with her; I thank heav'n. 


Sc 
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Fent. within.] Who's within there, hoa? 
Quic. Who's there, Itrow? come near the houſe, 
I pray you. | 


S R N 
Enter Mr Fenton. 


Fent. How now, good woman, how doſt thou? 

Quic. The better that it pleaſes your good wor- 
ſhip to aſk. 

Fent. What news? how does pretty Miſtreſs Anne ? 

Nuic. In truth, Sir, and the is pretty, and honeſt, 
and gentle ; and one that is your friend, I can tell 
you that by the way, I praiſe heav'n for it. 

Fent. Shall I do any good, think'ſt thou? ſhall J 
not loſe my ſuit? 

Quic. Troth, Sir, all is in his hands above; bur 
notwithſtanding, Maſter Fenton, I'll be ſworn on 
a book ſhe loves you. —Have not your worſhip a 
wart above your eye ? 3 

Fent. Yes, marry have I; and what of that? 

Ouic, Well, thereby hangs a tale; good faith it 
is ſuch another Nan; but, I deteſt, an honeſt maid 
as ever broke bread ;—we had an hour's talk of 
that wart: —I ſhall never laugh but in that maid's 


company l- But, indeed, ſhe is given too much to 


allicholy and mufing ; but for you—— Well 
o to 
: Fent. Well, I ſhall ſee her to day. Hold, there's. 
money for thee : let me have thy voice in my behalf; 
if thou ſeeſt her before me, commend me 
Quic. Will I? ay, faith, that we will: and IL 
will tell your worſhip more of the wart, the next 
time we have confidence, and of other wooers. 
Fent. Well, farewell, I am in great haſte now. 
| [ Exit. 
Quic. Farewell to your Worſhip. Truly, an honeſt 
gentieman, but Anne loves him not; I know Anne's 
mind as well as another does, Out upowt, what. 


-have I forgot ? [Exits 
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ACT n. SCENE I. 
Before Page's Houſe. 


Euter Mrs Page, with. a letter. 
Mrs Page. 


HAT, have I'fcap'd love-letters in the holy- 

'VY .day-time of my beauty, and am I now a ſub. 
ject for them? Let me ſee: 

Aſk me no reaſon why I. love you; for tho" love 

wſe reaſon for his preciſian, he admits him not for 


his counſellor *. You are not young, no more am I: 


go to then, there's ſympathy e you are merry, ſo am 
1; ha! ha! then there's more ſympathy : you love 
ſack, and ſo do I; would you deſire better ſympa- 
thy & let it ſuffice thee, Miſtreſs Page, at the leaſt, 
F the love of a ſoldier can ſuffice, that I love thee. 
T will not ſay, pity me, tis not.a ſoldier-like phraſe; 
but I ſay, love mee : 
By me, thine own true Knight, 

'By day or night, 

Or any kind of light, | 

With all his might, | 

For thee to. fight. "John Falſtaff, 


What a Herod of Jewry is this? O wicked, wicked 
world! one that is well nigh worn to pieces with 
age, to ſhow himſelf a young gallant ! what un- 
weigh'd behaviour hath this Flemiſh drunkard 

ickt, i' th* devils name, out of my converſation, that 
he dares in this manner aſſay me? why, he hath 
not been thrice .in my company: what ſhould I ſay 
to him2—1I was then frugal of my mirth—heavn 


— 


This is obſcure ; but the meaning is, % love per- 
mit reaſon to tell what is fit to be done, he ſeldom follows its 
advice. Warburton. | 
Perhaps Falſtaff ſaid, though love uſe reaſon as bis 
phyfician, he admits him not for his counſellor. Johnſon, 


1 
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forgive me Why, I'Il exhibit a bill in the parlia- 


ment for the putting down of men. How ſhall I be 
reveng'd on him ? for reveng'd I will be, as ſure as 
his guts are made of puddings. 


SC © NEW 
Enter Mrs Ford. | 
Mrs Ford. Mrs Page, truſt me, I was going to 
your houſe. 


Mrs Page. And truſt me, I was coming to you; 
you look very ill. : 


' Mrs Ford. Nay, Dll ne'er believe that; I have 


to ſhew to the contrary. 


Mrs Page. *Faith, but you do, in my mind. 

Ars Ford. Well, I do then; yet I ſay I could 
ihew you to the contrary. O Miſtreſs Page, give 
me ſome counſel. | | 

Mrs Page. What's the matter, woman ? 

Mrs Ford. O woman! if it were not for one trĩ- 
fling reſpec, I could come to ſuch honour. 

Mrs Page. Hang the trifle, woman, take the ho- 
nour; what is it? diſpenſe with trifles; what is it? 

Mrs Ford. If I would but go to hell for an eters 
nal moment, or fo, I could be knighted. 

Mrs Page. What? thou lieſt !—Sir Alice Ford! 
—theſe knights will hack, and ſo thou ſhouldſt not 
alter the article of thy gentry. 

Mrs Ford. We burn day-light—here, read -read 


—perceive how I might be knighted—T ſhall think 


the worſe of fat-meny as long as I have an eye to 
make difference of mens liking; and yet he would 
not ſwear; prais'd women's modeſty; and gave ſuch 
orderly and well-behaved reproof to all uncome- 
lineſs, that I would have ſworn his diſpoſition would 
have gone to the truth of his words; but they do 
no more adhere, and keep pace together, than the 
hundredth Pſalm to the tune of Green Sleeves. What 
tempeſt I trow, threw this whale, with ſo many 


ton of oil in his belly, aſhore at Windſor ? how 


mall I be reveng'd on him? I think the beſt way 
were to entertain him with hope, *till the wicked 
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fire of luſt have melted him in his own greaſe 
Did you ever hear the like? 

Mrs Page. Letter for letter, but that the name 
of Page and Ford differs. To thy great comfort in 


this myſtery of ill opinions, here's the twin- brother 


of thy letter; but let thine inherit firſt, for, J pro- 
teſt, mine never ſhall. I warrant he hath a thou- 
ſand of theſe letters, writ with blank-ſpace for 
different names; nay, more; and theſe are of the 
lecond edition: he will print them out of doubt, 
for he cares not what he puts into the preſs, when 
he would put us two. I had rather be a gianteſs, 
and ly under mount Pelion. Well, I will find 
you twenty laſcivious turtles, ere one chaſte man. 

Ars Ford. Why, this is the very ſame, the very 
hand, the very words : what doth he think of us? 

Ars Page. Nay, I know not; it makes me al- 
moſt ready to wrangle with mine own honeſty, Pl} 
entertain myſelf like one that I am not acquainted 
withal; for, ſure, unleſs he knew ſome ſtain in 
me, that I know not myſelf, he would never have 
boarded me in this fury. N 

Mrs Ford. Boarding, call it you ? Þ'lI be ſure to 
keep him above deck. 1 5 

Mrs Page. So will I; if he come under my hatches, 
PI never to ſea again. Let's be reveng'd on him; 
let's appoint him a meeting, give him a ſhow of 
comfort in his ſuit, and lead him on with a fine 
baited delay, 'till he hath pawn'd his horſes to mine 
hoſt of the Garter. | 

Mrs Ford. Nay, I will conſent to act any vil- 
lainy 2gainſt him, that may not ſully the charineſs 
of our honeſty. Oh that my hufband ſaw this let- 
ter ! it would give him eternal food to his jealouſy. 

Mrs Page. Why, look where he comes, and my 
good man too; he's as far from jealouſy, as I am 
trom giving him cauſe ; and that, I hope, is an 
unmeaſurable diſtance. 

Ar: Ford. You are the happier woman. 

Mrs Page. Let's conſult together againſt this 


greaſy knight, Come hither. [They retire. 


Sc 
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s d E N ER III. 
Enter Ford with Piſtol, Page with Nym. 


Ford. Well, J hope it be not ſo. 

Piſt. Hope is a curtail * dog in ſome affairs. 
Sir John affects thy wife. 

Ford. Why, Sir, my wife is not young. 

Piſt. He wooes both high and low, both rich and 

poor, 5 

Both young and old, one with another, Ford; 
He loves thy gally-mawfry, Ford, perpend. 

Ford. Love my wife? 

Piſt. With liver burning hot: prevent, or go thou, 


like Sir Acteon, he, with Ring- wood at thy heels — 


O, odious is the name. 
Ford. What name, Sir? 
Piſt. The horn, I ſay: farewell. 


Take heed, have open eye; for thieves do foot by 


night. 
Take heed ere fummer comes, or cuckoo-birds af- 
fright. 
Away, Sir corporal Nym . 


Believe it, Page, he ſpeaks ſenſe, [Exit Piſtol. 


Ford. IT will be patient; I will find out this. 


Nym. And this is true: I ike not the humour of 
lying; he hath wrong'd me in ſome humours: 1 
mould have born the humour'd letter to her; but 1 


have a ſword, and it ſhall ap wil ou my neceſſity 
He loves your wife; there's the ſhort and the long. 
My name is Corporal Nym; I ſpeak, and I 


avouch ; 'tis true—my name is Nym, and Falſtaff 


loves your wife. Adieu; I love not the humour 
of bread and cheeſe : adieu. [Exit Nym. 


Page. The humour of it, quoth a'! here's a fel- 


low trights humour out of its wits. 


That is, a dog that miſſes his game. Johnson. 


+ Nym, I believe, is out of place, and we ſhould - 


read thus : 
Amway, Sir corporal. 
Nym. Believe it, Page, he ſpeals ſenſe. Johnſon. 
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8 

Ford. I will ſeek out Falſtaff. wy G1 
Page. I never heard ſuch a drawling, affecting d 
rogue. ES ſ 


Ford. If I do find it : well. 
Page. I will not believe ſuch a Cataian, tho? the 
prieſt o' tl? town commended him for a true man, 


Ford. Twas a good ſenſible fellow—well. h 
8 NE + IV. h 
Mrs Page and Mrs Ford come forward, : 
Page. How now, Meg? | 
Mrs Page. Whither go vou, George ?—hark you. b 
Mrs Ford. How now, ſweet Frank, why art thou c 
melancholy ? I 
Ford. I melancholy ! I am not melancholy.—Get | 
you home, go. | t 
Ars Ford. Faith, thou haſt ſome crochets in thy n 
head now— Will you go, Miſtreſs Page? n 


Mrs Page. Have with you.—You'll come to din- 
ner, George ?—Look who comes yonder : ſhe ſhall 
be our meſſenger to this paultry knight. 

| I Aſide to Mrs Ford. 


Enter Miſtreſs Quickly. 


| n 
Mrs Ford. Truſt me I thought on her, ſhe'll fit it 
Mrs Page. You are come to ſee my daughter a) 
Anne? | | yi 
Quic. Ay, forſooth; and, I pray, how does good Jo 
Miſtreſs Anne? R 
Mrs Page. Go in with us and ſee; we have an | 
| hour's talk with you. | 8 Si 
[Ex. Mrs Page, Mrs Ford, and Mrs Quickly. di 
| V. 7 
Page. How now, Maſter Ford? 
Ford. You heard what this knave told me, did 
you net? | | 
Page Yes; and you heard what the other told me ? it 
Ford. Do you think there is truth in them? W 
Page: Hang 'em, flaves; I do not think the EC 


Knight would offer it; but theſe that accuſe him 
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in his intent towards our wives, are a yoke fof his 
diſcarded men; very rogues, now they be out of 
{crvice. | 

Ford. Were they his men ? 

Page. Marry were they. | i 

Ford. I like it never the better for that. Does. 
he ly at the Garter? 

Page. Ay, marry does he. If he ſhould intend 
his voyage towards my wife, I would turn her looſe 
to him; and what he gets more of her than ſharp 
words, let it ly on my head. 

Ford. I do not miſdoubt my wife, but I would 
be loth to turn them together; a man may be too 
confident ; I would have nothing ly on my head; 
I cannot be thus ſatisfy'd. 

Page. Look where my ranting hoſt of the Gar- 
ter comes; there is either liquor in his pate, or 
money in his purſe, when he looks ſo merrily. How 
now, mine hoſt ? 


SCE NT VR 
Euter Hoſt and Shallow 


Hoſt. How now, bully Rock? thowrt a gentle- 
man; cavaliero-juſtice, I ſay. f 
Shal. 1 follow, mine hoſt, I follow. Good even, 
and twenty, good Maſter Page. Maſter Page, will 
you go with us? we have ſport in hand. 
i uy Tell him, cavaliero-juſtice ; tell him, bully 
ock. 
 FSkhal. Sir, there is a fray to be fought between 
Sir Hugh the Welch prieſt, and Caius the French 
doctor. Con | 
Ford. Good mine hoſt o' th' Garter, a word with 


you. 
Hoſt. What ſay'ſt thou, bully Rock? 
[They go a little aſide. 
Shal. to Page.] Will you go with. us to behold 
it? my merry hoſt hath had the meaſuring of their 
weapons, and, I think, he hath appointed them 
eontrary places; for, believe me, I hear the par- 
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ſon is no jeſter. Hark, I will tell you what our 
ſport ſhall be. 

Hoſt. Haſt thou no ſuit againſt my knight, my 
gueſt-cavalier? 

Ford. None, I proteſt; but Pl give you a pottle 
of burnt ſack to give me recourſe to him, and tell 
him my name is Brook; only for a jeſt. | 

41% . My hand, bully. Thou ſhalt have egreſs 
and regreſs ; ſaid I well? and thy name ſhall be 
Brook. It is a merry knight. Will Fon go an- 
heirs * 

Sal. Have with you, mine hoft. 

Page. I have heard the Frenchman hath good 
Kill in his rapier. 

Shal, Tut, Sir, I could have told you more. In 
theſe: times you ſtand on diſtance, your paſſes, 
ſtoccado's, and I know not what. Tis the heart, 
Maſter Page; 'tis here, 'tis here. I have ſeen the 
time, with my long ſword, I would have made you 
four tall fellows ſkip like rats. 

Hoſt. Here, boys, here, here: ſhall we wag? 

Page. Have with you; I had rather hear them 
ſcold than fight. [ Exeunt Hoſt, Shallow, and Page. 


Ford. Tho? Page be a ſecure fool, and ſtand ſo 


firmly on his wife's fealty, yet I cannot put off my 


| opinion ſo eaſily. She was in his company at Page's 


houſe ; and what they made there, I know not. 
Well, I will look further into't; and I have a diſ- 
guiſe to ſound Falſtaff: if I find her honeſt, I loſe 
not my labour; if the be otherwiſe, "tis labour well 
beſtow'd, "> Exit. 


vn. 
Changes to the Garter- Inn. 


Enter Falſtaff and Piſtol. 


Fal. J will not lend thee a penny. 
Piſt. Why, then the world's mine oyſter, which 


Perhaps we ſhould read, Will you go on, heart.?“ 
; Reviial, 


4 „ 
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I with ſword will open.— I will retort the ſum 
in oo 

Fal. Not a penny. I have been content, Sir, 
you ſhould lay my countenance to pawn; I have 
grated upon my good friends for three reprieves 
for you, and your-couch-tellow, Nym ; or elſe you 
had look'd through the grate, like a geminy of 
baboons. I am damn'd in hell for ſwearing to 
gentlemen, my friends, you were good ſoldiers 
and tall fdllows. And when Mrs Bridget loſt the 
handle oFber fan, I took t upon mine honour thou 
hadſt it © + OE 

Piſt. Hidſt thou not ſhare ? hadſt thou not fif- 
teen pence? 

Fal. Reaſon, you rogue, reaſon : think'ſt thou 
Pi} endanger my foul gratis? At a word, hang no 
more about me, I am no gibbet for you. — Go. 
—— A ſhort knife and a throng—to your manor of 
Pickt-hatch *. Go. Vou'll not bear a letter 
for me, you rogue lou ſtand upon your honour ! 
—why, thou unconfinable baſenels, it is as much 
as I can do to keep the term of my honour preciſe, 
I, I, I myſelf ſometimes, leaving the fear of hea- 
ven on the left hand, and hiding mine honour in 
my neceſſity, am fain to ſhuffle, to hedge and to 
lurch; and yet you, rogue, will enſconce your 
rags, your cat-a-mountain looks, your red lettice 
phraſes, and your bold-beating oaths, under the 
ſhelter of your honour! You will not do it, you? 

Piſt. I do relent ; what would'ſt thou more of 

man? 


Enter Robin. 
Rob. Sir, here's a woman would ſpeak with vou. 
Fal. Let her approach. : 


+ i. e. I will pay you again in ſtolen goods. arb. 
A noted place far thieves and pickpockets. Tłeab. 
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TEEN mn... _ 
Enter Mrs Quickly. . 
Quic. Give your Worſhip good-morrow. ve 
Fal. Good morrow, good wife. | | eſt 
Quic. Not ſo, and 't pleaſe your Worſhip. na 
Fal. Good maid, then. vo 
Quic. TN be fworn, as my mother was the firſt 
hour I was born. ſhi 
Fal. I do believe the ſwearer; what with me? 
Quic Sh all I vouchtafe your Worſhip 9 or th 
two? . > _ {hi 
Fal. Two thouſand, fair woman, and Pl votich- ab 


ſafe thee the hearing. 

Quic. There is one Miſtreſs Ford, Sir—T pray, 
come a little nearer this ways—T myſelf dwell with ſe 
Maſter Doctor Caius. | 

Ful. Well, on: Miſtreſs Ford, you ſay 

Quic. Your Worſhip ſays very true: I pray your Je: 
Worſhip, come a little nearer this ways. 

Fal. I warrant thee nobody hears—mine own 
people, mine own people. he 

Quic. Are they 102? Heawn.blels them, and make 


them his-ſervants ! 
Fal. Well, Miſtreſs Ford. — what of her? he 
Quic. Why, Sir, ſhe's a good creature. Lord, ye 
Lord, your Worſhip's a wanton : well, Heav'n for- * 
give you, and all of us, I pray m 
Fal. Miſtreſs. Ford, - come, Miſtreſs Ford, —— ſo 
Quic. Marry, this is the ſhort and the long of > 
it; you have brought her into ſuch a canaries, as hi 
*tis wonderful. The beſt courtier of them all, when n 
the court lay at Windſor, could never have brought 1 
her to ſuch a canary. Yet there has been knights, 
and lords, and gentlemen, with their coaches; I 0! 
warrant you, coach after coach, letter after letter, 
gift after gift, ſmelling ſq tweetly ;. all muſk ; and 
{o ruſling, I warrant you, in filk and gold, and in * 
| ſuch alligant terms, and in ſuch wine and ſugar of tl 


L the beſt, and the faireſt, that would have won any 
=_ - woman's heart: and, I warrant you, they could < 


EY - 
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never get an eye-wink of her. I had myſelf 
twenty angels given me this morning; but I defy 


all angels in any ſuch ſort as they ſay, but in the way 
of honeſty.——And, I warrant you, they could ne- 


ver get her ſo much as ſip on a cup with the proud- 


eſt of them all. And yet there has been earls, 
nay, which is more, penſioners; but, I warrant 
you, all is one with her. 

Fal. But what ſays ſhe to me? be brief, my good 
ſhe Mercury. e 5 

Quic. Marry, ſhe hath reeeiv'd your letter, for 
the which ſhe thanks you a thouſand times; and 
ſhe gives you to notify, that her huſband will be 
abſence from his houſe between ten and eleven. 

Fal. Ten and eleven. 

Quic. Ay, forſooth : and then you may come and 
ſee the picture, ſhe ſays, that you wot of —Maſter 
Ford, her huſband, will be from home. Alas! the 
ſweet woman leads an ill life with him, he's a very 
Jealouſy man ; the leads a very frampold life with 
him, good heart. . et 

Fal. Ten and eleven : woman, commend me to 
her, I will not fail her. 

\ Quic. Why, you ſay well. But I have another 
meſſenger to your Worſhip Miſtreſs Page has her 


hearty commendations io you too; and let me tell 


you in your ear, ſhe's as fartuous a civil modeſt 
wife, and one (I tell you) that will not miſs you 
morning nor evening prayer, as any is in Wind- 
ſor, whoe'er be the other; and ſhe bade me tell 
your. Worſhip, that her huſband is ſeldom from 
home, but, ſhe hopes, there will come a time I 
never knew a woman ſo doat upon a man; ſurely, 


TI think you have charms, la; yes, in truth. 


Fal. Not I, I aſſure thee ; ſetting the attraction 
of my good parts aſide, I have no other charms. 
| Quic. Bleſling on your heart for't! 

Fal. But I pray thee, tell me this; has Ford's 
wife, and Page's wife, acquainted each other how 
they love me: | | 

Quic. That were a jeſt indeed; they have not 


4 little grace, I hope; that were a trick, indeed 


. 
* 
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but Miſtreſs Page would defire you to' ſend her 
your little page, of all loves: her huſband has a 

| marvellous infection to the little page; and, truly, 
4 Maſter Page is an honeſt man. Never a wife in 4 
1 Windſor leads a better life than ſhe does; do what 

j 

| 
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the will, fay what ſhe will, take all, pay all, go to 
bed when ſhe lift, riſe when ſhe liſt, all is as ſhe 
will; and truly ſhe deſerves it; for if there be a 
Kind woman in Windſor, truly ſhe is one, You 


muſt ſend her your page; no remedy. x 
Fal. Why, I will. 
Quic. Nay, but do fo then; and, look you, he L 
way come and go between you both, and in any 
caſe have a nay- word, that you may know one ano- n 
ther's mind: and the boy never need to under- 
ſtand any thing; for 'tis not good that children t 


ſhould know any wickedneſs : old folks, you know, 
have diſcretion, as they ſay, and know the world. 0 
Fal. Fare thee well; commend me to them both: 1 
there's my purſe, I am yet thy debtor.— Boy, go t 
along with this woman. — This news diſtracts me! v 
[Exennt Quickly and Robin. 1 
Piſt. This pink is one of Cupid's carriers: 
Clap on more ſails; purſue; up with your fights; 


Give fire; ſhe is my prize, or ocean whelm them t 

all! „ [ Exit Piſtol, 1 

Ful. Say'ſt thou ſo, old Jack? go thy ways T 
Dll make more of thy old body than I have done 

will they yet look after thee ? Wilt thou, after J 
the expence of ſo much money, be now a gainer ? 

Good body, I thank thee ; let them ſay "tis groſsly t 


done; ſo it be fairly done, no matter. 


SCENE IX. 
Enter Bardolph. 


b 
ä k 
Bard. Sir John, there's one Maſter Brook below 7 
would fain ſpeak with you, and be acquainted 1 
with you; and hath ſent your Worſitip a morning's T 
-draught of fack. | 8 

Fal. Brook, is his name? Y 

Bard. Ay, Sir. x 


* 


* Q. 


Ful. Call him in; [Exit Bardolph. ] ſuch Brooks 
are welcome to me, that o' erflow with ſuch liquor. 
Ah! ah! Miſtreſs Ford and Miſtreſs Page, have I 
encompaſs'd you? go to, via / 


Re-emter Bardolph, with Ford diſguiſed. 


Ford, Bleſs you, Sir, | 
Fal. And you, Sir; would you ſpeak with me? 

Ford. I make bold to preſs with ſo little prepa- 
ration upon you. ; 

Ful. You're welcome; what's your will? give 
us leave, drawer. Exit Bardolph. 

Ford. Sir, J am a gentleman that have ſpent 
much; my name is Brook. 

Fal. Good Maſter Brook, I defire more acquain- 
tance of you. | 

Ford. Good Sir John, I ſue for yours; not to 
charge you, for IJ muſt let you underſtand I think 
myſelf in better plight for a lender than you are, 
the which hath ſomething embolden'd me to this 
unſeaſon'd intruſion ; for they ſay, if money go be- 
fore, all ways do ly open. | 

Fal. Money is a good ſoldier, Sir, and will on. 

Ford. TFroth, and I have a bag of money here 
troubles me; if you will help me to bear it, Sir 
Jobn, take all, or half, for eaſing me of the car- 
riage. | | 
Fal. Sir, T know not how I may deſerve to be 
your porter. 

Ford. T will tell you, Sir, if you will give me 
the hearing. | | 

Fal Speak, good Maſter Brook, I ſhall be glad 
to be your ſervant. 

Ford. Sir, I hear you are a ſcholar; (I will be 


brief with you); and you have been a man long 


known to me, though I had never fo good means, 


as deſire, to make myſelf acquainted with you: I 
ſhall diſcover a thing to you, wherein I mult very 


much lay open mine own imperfections; but, good 


Sir John, as you have one eye upon my follies, as. 


you hear them unfolded, turn another into the re- 
giſter of your own, that I may paſs with a reproof 
VO I. III. | 
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the eaſier ; ſith you yourſelf know how eaſy it is 
to be ſuch an offender. 

Fal. Very well, Sir; proceed. 

Ford. There is a gentlewoman in this town, her 
huſband's name 1s Ford, 

Fal. Well, Sir. 

Ford. I have long lov'd her; and, I proteſt to 
you, beſtow'd much on her; follow'd her with a 
doating obſervance; engroſs'd opportunities to meet 
her; fee'd every ſhght occaſion that could but 
niggardly give me ſight of her; not only bought 
many preſents to give her, but have given largely 
to many, to know what ſhe would have given: 


briefly. I have purſued her, as love hath purſued N 


me, which hath been on the wing of all occaſions. 
But whatſoever I have merited, either in my mind 
or in my means, meed, I am ſure, I have recei- 
ved none, unleſs experience be a jewel; that I 
have purchas'd at an infinite rate, and that hath 
taught me to ſay this; 
Love lite a ſhadow flies, when ſubſtance love 
purſues; | 
8 Pur ſuing that that flies, aud flying what pur- 
WES, | 
Ful. Have you receiv'd no promiſe of. ſatisfaction 
at her hands? | 
Ford. Never. 
Fal. Have you importun'd her to ſuch a purpoſe? 
Ford. Never. 
Fal. Of what quality was your love then? 
Ford. Like a fair houſe built upon another man's 
ground; ſo that I have loſt my edifice, by miſta- 
king the place where I have erected it. 
Fal. To what purpoſe have you unfolded this to 
me? | 
Ford. When I have told you that, I have told 
you all. Some fay, that though ſhe appear honeſt 
to me, yet in other places ihe enJargeth her mirth 
ſo far, that there is ſhrewd. conſtruction made of 
- her. Now, Sir John, here 1s the keart of my pur- 
ſe : you are a gentleman of excellent breeding, 
+2dmirable diſcourſe, of great admittance, authen- 
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tic in your place and perſon, generally allow'd for 


your many war- like, court-like, and learned pre- 


parations. REN 

Fal. O Sir! ; | 

Ford. Believe it, for you know it: there is mo- 
ney, ſpend it, ſpend it; ſpend more, ſpend all I 
have; only give me ſo much of your time in ex- 
change of it, as to lay an amiable ſiege to the ho- 
neſty of this Ford's wife; uſe your art of wooing, 
win her to conſent to you; if any man may, you 
may as ſoon as any. | 

Fal. Would it apply well to the vehemence of 
your aifection, that I ſhould win what you would 
enjoy? methinks you preſcribe to yourſelf very 
prepoſterouſly. a 5 

Ford. O, underſtand my drift; ſhe dwells fo ſe- 
curely on the excellency of ber honour, that the 
tolly of my ſoul dares not preſent itſelf; ſhe is too 
bright to be look'd againſt. Now, could I come to 
her with any detection in my hand, my deſires had 
initance and argument to commend themſelves; I 
could drive her then from the ward of her purity, . 
her reputation, her marriage-vow, and a thouſand 
other her defences, which now are too ſtrongly 
embattePd againſt me. What ſay you to't, Sir 
John ? : 

Fal. Maſter Brook, I will- firſt make bold with 
your money; next, give me your hand; and laſt, . 


as I am gentleman, you ſhall, if you will, enjoy. 


Ford's wife. | 
Ford. O good Sir! 
Fal. Maiter Brook, I ſay you ſhall. 
Ford. Want no money, Sir John, you ſhall want 


none. 


Fal. Want no Miſtreſs Ford, Maſter Brook, you 
ſhall want none. I ſhall be with her, I may tell 
you, by her own appointment. Even as you came 
in to me, her aſſiſtant, or go- between, parted from 
me; I ſay I ſhall be with her between ten and 
eleven; for at that time the jealous raſcally knave, 
her huſband, will be forth. Come you to me at 
night, you ſhall know 1 7 I ſpeed. 

: 
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Ford. I am bleſt in your acquaintance. Do you 
know Ford, Sir ? | 

Fal. Hang him, poor cuckoldly knave ; I know 
him not; yet I wrong him to call him poor : they 
ſay the jealous wittolly knave hath maſſes of mo- 
ney, for the which his wife ſeems to be well-fa- 
vour'd. Iwill ute her as the key of ghe cuckold!y. 
rogue's coffer; and there's my harveſt-home. 

Ford. I would you knew Ford, Sir, that you 
might avoid him, if you ſaw him. | 

Fal. Hang him, mechanical ſalt-butter rogue: 
J will ſtare him out of his wits; I will awe him 
with my cudgel; it thall hang like a meteor o'er 
the cuckold's horns. Maſter Brook, thou ſhalt 
know I will predominate over the pealſunt, and 
thou ſhalt ly with his wife. — Come to me ſoon 
at night, Ford's a knave, and I will aggravate his 
ſtyle: thou, Maſter. Brook, ſhall know him for 
knave and cuckold. ——Come to me ſoon at night. 

Exit, 


. 
Ford. What a damn'd Epicurean raſcal is this! 


my heart is ready to crack with impatience. Who 


ſays this is improvident jealouſy? my wife hath 


{ent to him, the hour is fix'd, the match is made; 
would any man bave thought this? ſee the hell of 


having a falſe woman! my bed ſhall be abus'd, 
my coffers ranſack'd, my reputation puawn at; and 
J hall not only receive this villainous wrong, but 
ſtand under the adoption of abonunable terms, and 
by him that does me the wrong. Terms, names; 
Amaimon ſounds well; Lucifer well; Barbaſon 
well; yet they are devils? additions, the names of 
ends: but cuckold, wittol, cuckold ! the devil 
himſelf bath not ſuch a name. Page is an als, a 
{ecure aſs, he will truſt his wife; he will not be 
Jealous: I will rather truſt a Fleming with my 
butter, parſon Hugh the Welſhman with my cheele, 
an Iriſhman with my aquavite bottle, or a thief to 
walk my ambling gelding, than my wife with her- 
ſelf. Then ſhe plots, then ſhe ruminates, then ſhe 


+ 
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deviſes: and what they think in their hearts they 
may effect, they will break their hearts but they 
will effect. Heav'n be prais'd for my jealouſy !— 
Eleven o'clock the hour I will prevent this, detect 
my wife, be reveng'd on Falſtaff, and laugh at 
Page. I will about it—better three hours too ſoon, 
than a minute too late. Fy, fy, fy; cuckold, cuc- 


kold, cuckold |! | FF Exitc 


N XI. 
Changes to Windſor Park. 


Enter Caius and Rugby. 


Cains. Jack Rugby! 

Rug. Sir. | 

Caius. Vat is de clock, Jack? | 

Rug. Tis paſt the hour, Sir, that Sir Hugh pro- 
mis'd to meet. 

Caius. By gar, he has ſave his ſoul, dat he is no 
come; he has pray his Bible well, dat he is no 


come: by gar, Jack Rugby, he is dead already, if 


he be come. 
Rug. He is wiſe, Sir: he knew your worſhip 
would kill him if he came. 

Caius. By gar de herring is not ſo dead as me 


vill make him. Take your rapier, Jack; I vill 


tell you how I vill kill him. 
Rug. Alas, Sir, I cannot fence. 
Caius. Villan-a, take your rapier. 
Rug. Forbear; here's company. 


Enter Hoſt, Shallow, Slender and Page. 


Hoſt. Bleſs thee, bully Doctor. 

Shal. Save you, Mr Doctor Caius. 

Page. Now, good Mr Doctor. 

Slen. Give you 200d-morrow, Sir. 

Caius, Vat be all you, one, two, tree, four, come 

. | 
Hoſt. To ſee thee fight, to ſee thee foin, to ſee 

thee traverſe, to ſee thee here, to ſee thee there, 


to {ce thee pals thy punto, thy ſtock, thy reverſe, 
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thy diſtance, thy montant. Is he dead, my Ethi- 
opian? is he dead, my Franciſco? ha, bully, what 
ſays my Aeſculapius? my Galen? my heart of el. 
der? ha? is he dead, bully-ſtale? is he dead? 

Caius. By gar, he is de coward Jack Prieſt of 
de vorld; he is not ſhow his face. | 

_ Hoſt. Thou art a Caſtalian-king-Urinal : Hec- 
tor of Greece, my boy. . 

Caius. 1 pray you bear witneſs, that me have 
ſtay ſix or ſeven, two, tree hours for him, and he 
is no come. | 

Hal. He is the wiſer man, Mr Doctor; he is a 
curer of ſouls, and you a curer of bodies: if you 
ſhould fight, you go againſt the hair of your pro- 
feſſions: is it not true, Maſter Page? | 

Page. Maſter Shallow, you have yourſelf been a 
great fighter, though now a man of peace. 

Shal. Body-kins, Mr Page, though I now be old, 
and of peace, if I ſee a ſword out, my finger itches 
to make one; though we are juſtices, and doctors, 
and church- men, Mr Page, we have ſome ſalt of 
our youth in us; we are the ſons of women, Mr 
Page. \ : 

Page. Tis true, Mr Shallow. N 

Shal. It will be found ſo, Mr Page. Mr Doctor 
Caius, I am come to fetch you home. I am ſworn 
of the peace; you have ſhew'd yourſelf a wiſe phy- 
{ician, and Sir Hugh hath ſhown himſelf a, wiſe 
and patient churchman. You muſt go with me, 
Mr Doctor. 7 

Hoſt. Pardon, gueſt-juſtice.—A word, Monſieur 
mock-water. . 

Caius. Mock-vater? vat is dat? 


Hoſt. Mockwater, in our Engliſh tongue, is va- 


lour, bully. | 

Caius. By gar, then I have as much mock-vater 
as de Engliſhman ſcurvy-jack-dog-prieſt; by gar 
me vill cut his ears. 

Hoſt. He will clapper-claw thee tightly, 'bully, 

Caius. Clapper-de-claw ? vat 1s dat? 

Hoſt, That is, he will make thee amends, 


Sc 
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Caius, By gar me do look, he ſhall clapper- de- 


clau me; for by gar me vill have it. 

Hoſt. And Iwill provoke him to't, or let him wag. 

Caius. Me tank you for dat. 

Hojt. And moreover, bully.—But firſt, Mr Gueſt, 
and Mr Page, and eek Cavaliero Slender, go you 
through the town to Frogmore. 

Page. Sir Hugh is there, is he? | 

Hoſt. He is there; ſee what humour he is in; 
and I will bring the Doctor about the fields: will 
it do well ? 
 Shal, We will do it. 

All. Adieu, good Mr Doctor. 

; ' [ Exeunt Page, Shallow and Slender. 

Caius. By gar me vill kill de prieſt; for he 
ſpeak for a jack-an-ape to Anne Page. 

Hoſt. Let him die; but firſt, ſheath thy impa- 
tience; throw cold water on thy choler ; go about 
the fields with me through Frogmore ; I will bring 
thee where Miſtreſs Anne Page is, at a farm-houſe, 
1 and thou ſhalt wooe her. Cry aim; ſaid 
I well ? | 


Cains. By gar me tank you vor dat : by gar * 


love you; and TI ſhall procure ?a you de good gueſt; 


.de earl, de knight, de lords, de gentlemen, my 


patients. 


Hoſt. For the which J will be thy adverſary to- 


ward Anne Page: ſaid I well? 
Caius. By gar ?tis. good; vell ſaid. 
Hoſt. Let us wag then. 


Caius. Come at my heels, Jack Rugby. [ Exeunt, 


A CF: R. SCENE EL 
Frogmore near Windſor. 


Enter Evans and Simple. 
Evans. 3 
Pray you now, good Maſter Slender's ſerving- 


man, and friend Simple by your name, which 
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way have you look'd for Maſter Caius, that calls 
himſelf Doctor of Phyſic? | 

Sim. Marry, Sir, the Pitty-wary, the Park-ward, 
every way, old Windſor way, and every way but 
the town way. | | : 

Eva. I moſt fehemently defire you, you will alſo 
look that way. | 

Sim. T will, Sir. 

Eva. Pleſs my ſoul, how full of cholars I am, 
and trempling of mind! I ſhall be glad if he have 
deceiv'd me; how melanchollies I am! T will knog 

his urinals about his knave's coſtard, when I have 
good opportunities for the orke : Pleſs my foul! 
[ Sings, being afraid, 
By ſhallow rivers, to whoſe falls. 
Melodious birds fing madrigalls; 
There will we make our peds of roſes, . 
' And a thouſand vagrant poſies. 
By ſhallow 
poſitions to ery. Melodious birds ſing mactrigall. 
len as I ſat in Pabilon ; and a thouſand 
vagrant poſies.——By ſhallow, &c. 
Sim. Vonder he is coming, this way, Sir Hugh. 
Eva. He's welcome. By ſhallow rivers, to whoſe 
falls | 
Heav'n proſper the right! what weapons is he? 
Sim. No weapons, Sir; there comes my maſter, 
Mr Shallow, and another gentleman from Frog- 
more, over the ſtile, this way 
Eva. Pray you, give me my gown, or elſe keep 
it in your arms. 


II. 
Enter Page, Shallow and Slender. 


Sal. How now, Maſter Parſon ? good morrow, 
good Sir Hugh. Keep a gameſter from the dice, 
and a good ſtudent from his book, and it is won- 
derful. | 

Slen. Ah ſweet Anne Page! 

Page. Save you, good Sir Hugh. 

Eva. Pleſs you from his mercy-ſake, all of you, 


Mercy on me! I have a great diſ- 
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Shal, What, the ſword and the word? do you 

ſtudy them both, Mr Parſon ? / 
Page. And youthful ſtill, in your doublet and hoſe, 

this raw-rheumatic day ? | 

Eva. There is reaſons and cauſes for it. 

Page. We are come to you, to do a good office, 
Mr Parſon. | | 

Eva. Ferry well: what is it? 

Page. Yonder is a molt reverend gentleman, who, 
belike, having receiv'd wrong by ſome per ſon, is 
at moſt odds with his own gravity and patience 
that ever you ſaw. 

Hal. I have liv'd fourſcore years and upward ; I 
never heard a man of his place, gravity and dearn- 
ing, ſo wide of his own reipect. 

Eva. What is he? 

Page. I think you know him; Mr Doctor Caius, 
the renowned French phyſician. 

Eva. Got's will, and his paition of my heart! I 
had as lief you ſhould tell me of a meſs of porridge. 

Page. Why? | | 


Eva, He has no more knowledge in Hibocrates. 


and Galen; and he is a knave befides; a cowardly 
knave as you would deſire to be acquainted withal. 
Page. I warrant you he's the man ſhould fight 
with him. 
Sen. O ſweet Anne Page! 


S8 O EN 
Enter Hoſt, Caius, and Rugby. 


Shal, It appears ſo by his weapons, —Keep them 
aſunder—here comes Doctor Caius. 

Page. Nay, good Mr Parton, keep in your weapon. 

Hal. So do you, good Mr. Doctor. | 

Hoſt. Diſarm them, and let them queſtion ; let 
them keep their limbs whole, and hack our Engliſh, 

Caius, I pray you, let-a me ſpeak a word with 
your ear: wherefore vil you not meet-a me? 

Eva. Pray you ule your patience. In good time. 

Gaius. By gar you are de coward, de Jack dog, 
John ape. | 
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Eva. Pray you let us not be laughing- ſtocks to 
other mens humours. I deſire you in friendſhip, 
and will one way or other make you amends ; [ 
will knog your urinal about your knave's cogl- 
comb, for miſſing your meetings and appointments, 

Cains. Diable 2 Rugby. mine hoſt de Jarterre, 
have I not ſtay for him to kill him? have I not, 
at de place I did appoint? | a 

Eva. As I am a Chriſtian's ſoul, now, look you, 
this is the place appointed; PI be judgment hy 
mine hoſt of the Garter. | 
* . Ho. Peace, I ſay, Gallia and Gaul, French and 
Welch, ſoul-curer, and body-curer. 

Caius. Ay, dat is very good, excellent. 

Hoſt. Peace, I ſay; hear mine hoſt of the Garter, 
Am I politic? am I ſubtle? am I a Machiavel? 
ſhall I loſe my doctor? no; he gives me the potions 
and the motions. Shall I loſe my parſon ? my prieſt? 
my Sir Hugh? no; he gives me the proverbs and 
the noverbs.—Give me thy band, terreſtrial ; ſo.— 
Give me thy hand, celeſtial; ſo. Boys of art, I 
have deceiv'd you both: I have directed you to 
wrong places : your hearts are mighty, your ſkins 
are whole, and let burn'd ſack be the iſſue. Come, 
lay their ſwords to pawn- Follow me, lad of peace, 
Follow, follow, follow. | 

$hal, Truſt me, a mad hoſt.— Follow, gentlemen, 
follow. | 

Slen. O, ſweet Anne Page! 

[Exeunt Shal. Slen, Page and Hot. 

Caius. Ha! do I perceive dat? have you make a 
de- ſot of us, ha, ha? 

Eva. This is well, he has made us his vlouting- 
ſtog. I deſire you that we may be friends; and 
let us knog our prains together to be revenge on 
this ſame ſcald ſcurvy cogging companion, the hoſt 
of the Garter. 

Caius. By gar with all my heart; he promiſe to 
bring me where is Anne Page; by gar he deceive 
me too. g 
Eva. Well, I will fmite his noddles.— Pray you 

follow. | [Exeyunt, 


ty 


Sc. 4. 


SQ ENCE” X. 
The Street, in Windſor. 


Enter Miſtreſs Page and Robin. 


Mrs Page. Nay, keep your way, little gallant; 
you were wont to be a follower, but now you are a 
jeader. Whether had you rather lead mine eyes, 
or eye your maſter's heels? 
man, than follow him like a dwarf. 

Mrs Page. O, you are a flattering boy; now, I 
ſee, you'll be a courtier. 


Euter Ford. 


Ford. Well met, Miſtreſs Page; whither go you? 
Mrs Page. Truly, Sir, to fee your wife; is ſhe 
at home ? 


Ford. Ay ; and as idle as ſhe may hang together, 


for want of company. I think, if your huſbands 

were dead, you two would marry. | 
Mrs. Page. Be ſure of that, two other huſbands. 
Ford Where had you this pretty weather-cock ? 


Mrs Page. I cannot tell what the dickens his 


name is my huſband had him of : what do you call 
your knight's name, firrah ? 

Rob. Sir John Falſtaff. 

Ford. Sir John Falſtaff? | 

Mrs Page. He, he; I can never hit on's name; 
there is ſuch a league between my good man and 
he, —TIs your wife at home, indeed? 

Ford. Indeed ſhe is. ine 

Mrs Page. By your leave, Sir.—I am ſick 'till I 
ſee her, [ Exeunt Mrs Page and Robin, 


SC ENCE V. 


Ford. Has Page any brains? hath he any eyes? 
hath he any thinking? ſure they ſleep; ._ he hath 
no uſe of them. Why, this boy will carry a letter 
twenty mile, as eaſy as a cannon will ſhoot point 
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Rob. I had rather, forſooth, go before you like a 
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blank twelve-ſcore. He pieces out his wife's in. 
clination ; he gives her folly motion and advantage; 
and now ſhe's going to my wife, and Falſtaff's boy 
with her. A man may hear this ſhower fing in 
the wind—and Falſtaff's boy with her !—good plot 
—— they are laid, and our revolted wives {hare 
damnation together. Well, I will take him, then 
torture my wife; pluck the borrow'd veil of mo. 
deſty from the ſo ſeeming Miſtreſs Page, divulge 
Page himſelf for a ſecure and wilful Acteon, and 
to theſe violent proceedings all my neighbours ſhall 
cry aim. The clock gives me my cue, and ny al- 
ſurance bids me ſearch ; there I ſhall find Falſtaf. 
J ſhall be rather praiſed for this than mocked; for 
it is as poſitive as the earth is firm, that Falſtaff i; 
there: I will go. ; 


NE VE. 


(To him) Enter Page, Shallow, Slender, - Hoſt, 
Evans, and Caius. . 


Shal. Page, &c. Well met, Mr Ford. 

Ford. Truſt me, a good knot: I have good cheat 
at home, and J pray you, all go with me. 

Shal. J muſt excuſe myſelf, Mr Ford. 

Sleu. And fo muſt I, Sir; we have appointed to 
dine with Mrs Anne, and I would not break with 
Her for more money than Pill ſpeak of. 

Shal. We have linger'd about a match between 
Anne Page and my couſin Slender, and this day we 
ſhall have our anſwer. Os | 

Slen. I hope I have your good will, father Page, 
Page. You have, Mr Slender; I ſtand wholly 
for you; but my wife, Maſter Doctor, is for you 
altogether. 

Caius. Ay, by gar, and de maid is love-a-me; 
- my nurſh-a-Qvickly tell me ſo muſh. 
Hoſt, What {ay you to young Mr Fenton? he ca- 
pers, he dances, he bas eyes of youth, he writes 
verſes, he ſpeaks holy-day +, he ſmells April and 


+ That is, His converſation inſpires mirth and feſt 
vity, ſuch as would become a holiday. Revyal. 
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May; he will carry't, he will carry't; 'tis in his 
buttons; he will carry't. 

Page. Not by my conſent, I promiſe you. The 
gentleman is of no having, he kept company with 
the wild--Prince and Poins. He 1s of too high a 
region, he knows too much. No, he ſhall not knit 
a knot in his fortunes with the finger of my ſub- 
ſtance. If he take her, let him take her ſimply ; 
the wealth I have waits on my conſent, and my 
conſent goes not that way. 


Ford. I beſeech you heartily, ſome of you go 


home with me to dinner : beſides your chear, you 
ſhall have ſport; I will ſhow you a monſter. Mr 
Doctor, you ſhall go; ſo ſhall you, Mr Page; and 
you, Sir Hugh. | 
Shai. Well, fare you well, we ſhall have the 
freer wooing at Mr Page's. 5 
Caius. Go home, John Rugby, I come anon. 
Hoſt. Farewell, my hearts; I will to my honeſt 
knight Falſtaff, and drink Canary with him. 
Ford. afide.| L think I ſhall drink in Pipe-wine 


firſt with him: PIl make him dance. Will you go, 


Gentles ? 
All. Have with you, to ſee this monſter. 
n 10 — 9 [ Excunt. 


s CEN E VI. 
Changes to Ford's Houſe. 


Enter Mrs Ford, Mrs Page, and Servants with 
| a baſket. 


Mrs Ford. What, John! what, Robert! 

Mrs Page. Quickly! quickly: is the buck- 
baket FF | 

Mrs Ford. I warrant, —— What, Robin, I ſay. 

Mrs Page. Come, come, come. 

Mrs Ford, Here ſet it down. 

Ars Page. Give your men the charge, we muſt 
be brief. ; „ | 

Mrs Ford. Marry, as I told you before, Johw 


and Robert, be ready here hard by in the brew- 


Vo L. III. L. | | 
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houſe, and when I ſuddenly.call on you, come forth, 
and without any pauſe or ſtaggering take this baſ. 
ket on your ſhoulders ; that done, trudge with it 
in all haſte, and carry it among the whitſters in 
Datchet-Mead, and there empty it in the muddy 
gitch cloſe by the Thames fide. - 
Mrs Page. You will do it? - 

Mrs Ford. 1 ha told them over and over; they 
lack no direction. Be gone, and come when you 
are call'd. [ Zxeunt Servants, 
Mrs Page. Here comes little Robin. 


Enter Robin. 


Mrs Ford. How now, my Eyas-muſket +, what 
news with you ? : 
Rob. My maſter, Sir John, is come in at your 
back-door, Mrs Ford, and requeſts your company. 
Mrs Page. You little Jack-a-lent, have you 
been true to us?; | | 5 
Rob. Ay, I'll be ſworn ; my maſter knows not of 
our being here, and hath threatened to put me 
into everlaſting liberty if I tell you of it; for he 
ſwears he'll turn me away. — 

Me Page. Thou'rt a good boy; this ſecrecy of 
thine ſhall be a tailor to thee, and ſhall make thee 
a new doublet and hoſe. I'll go hide me. 

. Mrs Fard. Do ſo; go tell thy maſter Jam alone; 

Miſtreſs Page, remember you your cue. [Exit Rob. 

Mrs Page. I warrant thee ; if I do not act it, hiſs 
me. | [ Exit Mrs Page. 

Mrs Ford. Go to then; well uſe this unwhol- 
ſome humidity, this groſs watery pompion — we'll 
teach him to know turtles from jays. - 


SCE N E VIII. 
Enter Falſtaff. 


Fal. Have I caught thee, my heav'nly jewel ? 
why, now let me die; for Ihave liv'd long enough: 
this is the period of my ambition: O this bleſſed hour! 


+ A young ſparroy-hawk. Warburton.” 
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Mrs Ford. O ſweet Sir John! 

Fal. Miſtreſs Ford, I cannot cog; I cannot 2 
Miſtreſs Ford. Now ſhall 1 fin in my with; 
would 3 huſband were dead; I'll ſpeak it * 
the beſt lord, I would make thee my lady. 

Mrs Ford. I your lady, Sir John:? 2 alas, I ſhould 
be a pititul lady. 

34 Let the court of France ſhew me ſuch an- 
other. I ſee how thine eye would emulate the dia- 
mond: thou haſt the right arched bent of the brow, 
tha: becomes the ſhip-tire, the tire valiant, or any 


Venetian attire, 


Mrs. Ford. A plain kerchief, Sir 3 : my brows 
become nothing elle, nor that well neither. 

Fal. Thou art a tvrant to ſay fo; thou would'fl 
make an abſolute courtier; and the firm fixure of 
thy foot would give an excellent motion to thy gate 
in a ſemi-circled farthingale. I ſee what thou 
wert; if fortune thy foe were not, nature: is thy 
friend: come, thou canſt not hide it. 

Mrs Ford. Believe me, there's no ſuch thing in me. 

Ful. What made me love thee? let that per- 
ſuade thee there's ſomething extraordinary in thee. 
Come, I cannot cog, and ſay thou art this and that, 
like a-many of theſe liiping hawthorn-buds, that 
come like women in an s apparel, and imell like 
Bucklers-Bury in ſimpling time; I cannot: but I 
love thee, none but thee ; and thou deſerveſt it. 

Mrs Ford. Do not betray me, Sir; I fear you 
love Mrs Page. 

Ful. Thou mighoſſ as well ſay I love to walk by 
the Counter-gate, which is as hateful to me as the 


'reek of a lime-kiln. 


Mrs F'rd. Well, heav'n knows how I love my 
and you ſhall one day find it. 

Faul Keep in that mind; Pll deſerve it. | 

Mrs Ford. Nay, I muſt tell you ſo you do, or 
elſe I could not be in that mind. 

Rob. within.) Miſtreſs Ford, Miſtreſs Ford, here's 
Miſtreſs Page at the door, ſweating, and blowing, 
and looking wildly, and would needs Tour with 
you preſently. : 

2 
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Fal. She ſhall not ſee me; I will enſconce me 
»behind the arras. | 
Mrs Ford. Pray you FR ſo; ſhe's a very tattling 


woman. [Falltaff hides himſelf, 
VV 
Enter Miſtreſs Page. 


What's the matter? how now? 

Mr: Page. O Miſtreſs Ford, what have you 3 
you're ſham'd, y'are overthrown, you are undone for 
ever. 

* Af; Ford. What's the matter, good Miſtreſs 
age! 

Mrs Page. O well-a-day, Miſtreſs Ford, having 
an honeſt man to your buſband, to give him ſuch 
cauſe of ſuſpicion! _ 

Mrs Ford. What cauſe of ſuſpicion? 

Mrs Page. What cauſe of ſuſpicion ?—out upon 
vou !—how am I miſtook in you? 

Mrs Ford, Why, alas! what's the matter! ? 

Mrs Page. Your hufband's coming hither, woman, 
with all the officers in Windſor, to ſearch for a 

entleman that, he ſays, is here now in the houſe 
by our conſent, to take an ill CTR of his 
ence, You are undone. 
K 5 Ford. Speak louder [ A/ide. J—Tis not ſo, I 
ope. 

2 Page. Pray heav'n it be not ſo, that you have 
ſuch a man here; but 'tis moſt certain your huſ- 
band's coming with half Windſor at his heels, to 


ſearch for ſuch a one. I come before to tell you: 


if you know yourſelf clear, why, I am glad of it; 
but if you have a friend here, convey, convey him 
out. Be not amaz'd, call all your ſenſes to you, de- 


fend your reputation, or bid farewell to your good 


life for ever. 

Ars Ford. What ſhall T do? there is a gentle- 
man, my dear friend; and I fear not mine own 
ſhame, ſo much as his peril. I had rather than a 
thouſand pound he were out of the houſe. 

Ars Page. For ſhame, never ſtand you had rather, 


On 
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and you had rather; your huſband's here at hand ; 
bethink you of {ome conveyance, in the houſe you 
cannot hide him. Oh, how have you deceiv'd me? 
look, here is a baſket ; if he be of any reaſonable 
ſtature, he may creep in here, and throw foul li- 
nen upon him, as if 1t were going to bucking : or, 
it is whiting dime, ſend him by vour two men to 
Datchet-mead.. 

Mrs Ford. He's too big to go in there: what 
ſhall I do? : 

| Re-enter Falſtaff, 


Fal. Let me ſee't, let me ſee't; O let me ſee't. 
oy in, I'll n.—Follow your friend's counſel. 
Pl in. „ 

Mrs Page. What! Sir John Falſtaff? are theſe 
your letters, knight? 

Fal. I love thee—Help me away ; let me creep 
in here; I'll never — 8 


He goes into the baſket ; they cover him uith foul linen. 


Mrs Page. Help to cover your maſter, boy ;—cal! 
your men, Miſtreſs Ford. —You diſſembling knight! 

Mrs Ford. What, John, Robert, John, go take up 
theſe cloaths here, quickly. Where's the cowl- 
ſtaff? Look, how you drumble: carry them to the 
landreſs in Datched-mead ; quickly, come. 


0 EB 
Enter Ford, Page, Caius, aud Evans. 
Ford. Pray you, come near: if I ſuſpe& without 


cauſe, why then make ſport at me, then let me be. 


your jeſt, I deſerve it. How now? whither bear 
you this ? 1 . 

Serv. To the landreſs, forſooth. 

Mrs Ford. Why, what have you to do whither 
they bear it ? You were beſt meddle with buck- 
waſhing. 


Ford. Buck? I would I could waſh mvſelf of 


the buck. Buck, buck, buck? av buck : I warran: 


you, buck, and of the ſeaſon too, it ſhall appear. 


[Exeunt Servants with the baſker.] Gentlemen, I have 
* 
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dream'd to night, TI tell you my dream. Here 
here, here be my keys; aſcend my chambers, 
ſearch, ſeek, find out; I'll warrant we'll unkennel 
the fox. Let me ſtop this way firſt. So now uncape. 

Page. Good maſter Ford, be contented; you 


wrong yourſelf too much. | | 
Ford. True, Maſter Page. Up, gentlemen, you 


hall ſee ſport anon; follow me, gentlemen. 


Eva, This is ferry fantaſtical humours and jea- 
louſies. | 

Caius. By gar 'tis no the faſhion of France; it is 
not jealous in France 
Page. Nay, follow him, gentlemen, ſee the iſſue 
of his ſearch. | IExeunt. 


er . 
Manent Miſtreſs Page and Miſtreſs Ford. 


Ars Page. Is there not a double excellency in 


Mrs Ford. I know not which pleaſes me better, 
that my huſband is deceiv'd, or Sir John. 

Mrs Page. What a taking was he in, when your 
huſband aſk'd who was in the baſket ! | 

Mrs Ford. T am half afraid he will have need 
of erm + ſo throwing him into the water will 
do him a benefit. | 

Mrs Page. Hang him, : diſhoneſt raſcal; I would 


all of the ſame ſtrain were in the ſame diſtreſs. 


Mrs Ford. I think my huſband hath ſome ſpe- 


cial ſuſpicion of Falſtaff's being here. I never {aw 


him ſo groſs in his jealouſy till now. | | 
Mrs Page. I will lay a plot to try that, and ws 
will yet have more tricks with Falſtaff; his diſſo- 
lute diſeaſe will ſcarce obey this medicine. 
Ars Ford. Shall we ſend that fooliſh carrion, 
Miſtreſs Quickly, to him, and excuſe his throwing 
into the water, and give him another hope, to be- 
Mrs Page. We'll do it; let him be ſent for to · 
morrow by eight e'clock, to have amends; 


Sc. 11. Of WINDSOR | wy 
Re-enter Ford, Page, and the reſt at a diſtance. 


Ford. I cannot find him ; way be the knave 
brag'd of that he could not compals. 

Mrs Page. Heard you that? 

Mrs Ford. I, I; peace :——You uſe me well, 
Maſter Ford, do you ? 

Ford. Ay, ay, I do ſo. 


Mrs Ford. Heav'n make you better than your 


thoughts! 
Ford. Amen. 


Mrs Page. You do yourſelf mighty wrong, Mr 


Ford. 

Ford. Ay, ay ; I muſt bear it. 

Foa, If there be any pody in the houſe, and in 
the chambers, and in the coffers, and in the preſles, 
Heav'n forgive my ſins at the day of judgment ? 

Caius. By gar, nor I too; there is no bodies. 

Page. Fy, fy, Mr Ford, are you not aſhamyd ? 
what ſpirit, what devil ſuggeſts this imagination 2 
I would not ha? your diſtemper in this kind, for 
the wealth of Windfor-caſtle. 

Ford. Tis my fault, Mr Page: I ſuffer for it. 


Eva. You ſuffer for a pad conſcience; your wife 


is as honeſt a o'mans, as I will defires among five 
thouſand, and five hundred too. 

Caius, By ar I ſee 'tis an honeſt woman. 

Ford. Well- I promis'd you a dinner—Come, 
come, walk in the park. I pray you, pardon me; 
I will hereafter make known to you why I have 
done this. Come, wife; come, Miſtreſs Page; I 
pray you pardon me; pray heartily, pardon me. 

Page. Let's go in, gentlemen ; but truſt me, well 
mock him. I do invite you to-morrow morning 
to my houſe to breakfaſt; after, we'll a-birding 
together; J have a fine hawk for the buſh. Shall 
it be ſo ? 

Ford. Any thing. 

Eva. If there is one, I ſhall make two in the 
company. 
| _ If there be one or two, I ſhall make-a de 
ur 
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Eva. In your teeth—for ſhame. 

Ford. Pray you go, Mr Page. 

Eva I pray you now, remembrance to-morroyy 
on the louſy knave, mine hoſt. p 

Caius. Dat is good, by gar, with all my heart, 

Eva. A louſy knave, to have his gibes and his 
mockeries. LExeunt. 


t u. 
Changes to Page's Houſe. 
Enter Fenton and Miſtreſs Anne page. 


Fent. I ſee I cannot get thy father's love; 
Therefore no more turn me to him, ſweet Nan. 
Anne. Alas! how then? | 
Fent. Why, thou muſt be thyſelf. 
He doth object I am too grea' of birth; 
And that my ſtate being galld with my expencs;. 
J feek to heal it only by is wealth. 
Beſides theſe, other bars he lays before me, - 
My riots paſt, my wild ſocieties ; | 
And tells me ?tis a thing impoſſible 
I. ſhould love thee,. but as a property. 
Anne. May be he tells you true. 4 
Feut. No, Heav'n ſo ſpeed me in my time to come! 
Albeit I will confeſs thy father's wealth 
Was the firſt motive that I woo'd thee, Anne; 
Yet wooing thee,. I found'thee of more value 
Than ſtamps in gold, or ſums in ſealed bags; 
And tis the very riches of thyſelf 
That now I aim at. 
Anne. Gentle Mr Fenton,. SOLON 
Yet ſeek my father's love; ſtill ſeek it, Sir: 
If importunity and humbleſt ſur 
Cannot attain it, why then——hark you hither. 
bo [Penton and Miſtreſs Anne go apart. 


SCENE VII. 
Euter Shallow, Slender, and Miſtreſs Quickly. 


Sal. Break their talk, Miſtreſs Quickly; my 
Einſman ſhall peak for himſelf. 


II. 


* 
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Ken. III make a ſhaft or a bolt on't ; d'ſlid, "tis 
but venturing.” | 

$hal. Be not diſmay'd, | 

Slen. No, ſhe ſhall not diſmay me: I care not 
for that, but that I am affeard. 

go: Hark you, Mr Slender would ſpeak a word 
with you. 

Anne. I come to him. —This is my father's choice. 
O, what a world of vile ill-favour'd faults _ 

Look handſome in three hundred pounds a-year ! 

Quic. And how does good Mr Fenton? pray you, 
2 word with you. 

Shal. She's coming ; to her, coz. O boy, thou 
hadſt a father ! | | 

Hen. I had a father, Mrs Anne; my uncle can 
tell you good jeſts of him.—Pray you, uncle, tell 
Mrs Anne the jeſt, how my father ſtole two geeſe 
out of a pen, good uncle. 

Hal. Miſtreſs Anne, my couſin loves you. 

Seu. Ay, that I do, as well as I love any wo- 
man in Glouceſterſhire. 

Shal. He will maintain you like a gentlewoman. 

Slen. Ay, that I will, come, cut and long- tail, 
under the degree of a ſquire. 

Hal. He will make you a hundred and fifty 
pounds jointure. 

Anne. Good Maſter Shallow, let him woo for 
himſelf, . 

Shal. Marry, I thank you for it; I thank you 
for that. Good comfort; the calls you, coz. PI 
leave you. 5 

Anne, Now, Maſter Slender, 

Hen. Now, good Miſtreſs Anne. 

Anne. What is your will? i 
Slen. My will? od's heart-lings, that's a pretty 
jeſt, indeed: I ne'er made my will yet, I thank 
Heav'n; I am not ſuch a ſickly creature, I give 
Heav'n praiſe. | 

Anne. I mean, Maſter Slender, what would you 
with me ? | 

Slen. Truly, for my own part, I would little or 
nothing with you; your father and my uncle have 
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made motions :. if it be my luck, ſo; if not, happy 
man be his dole! they can tell how things go, 
better than I can; you may aſk your father, here 
he comes. EY ; 


8 U R N R Mv. 
Enter Page, aud Miſtreſs Page. 


Page. Now, Maſter Slender: love him, daughter 
Anne. | 
— Why, how now? what does Maſter Fenton here? 
You wrong me, Sir, thus {till ro haunt my houſe: 
I told you, Sir, my daughter is diſpos'd of. | 
Fent. Nay, Maiter Page, be not impatient, 
Drs Page. Good Maſter Fenton, come not to my 
Child. 
Page. She is no match for you. 
Fent. Sir, will you hear me? 
Page. No, good Maſter Fenton. 
Come, Maſter Shallow; come, ſon Slender, in. 
Knowing my mind, you wrong me, Maſter Fenton. 
[ Exeunt Page, Shallow, and Slender. 
Quic. Speak to Miſtreſs Page. 


Fent. Good Miſtreſs Page, for that I love your 


daughter 
In ſuch a righteous faſhion as I do, 
Perforce againſt all. checks, rebukes,. and man- 
ners | | 
J muſt advance the colours of my love, 
And not retire. Let me have your good will. 


Anne. Good mother, do not marry me to yon 


fool. | | 
Mrs Page. I mean it not, I ſeek you. a better 
huſband. 
Quic.. That's my maſter, Maſter Doctor. 
Anne. Alas, I had rather be ſet quick 7 th earth, 
And bowPd to death with turnips. 


Mrs Page. Come, trouble not yourſelf ; good. 


Maſter Fenton, 
I will not be your friend nor enemy : ' 
My daughter will I queſtion how ſhe loves you, 
And as I find her, fo am I affected. 
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Till then, farewell, Sir—ſhe muſt needs go in, 
Her father will be angry. 
[Exeunt Mrs Page and Anne, 

Fent. Farewell, gentle Miſtreſs; farewell, Nan. 

Quic. This is my doing now. Nay, ſaid I, will 
you caſt away your child on a fool, and a phyſician? 
look on Maſter Fenton —This is my doing. 

Fent. I thank thee; and I pray thee, once to- 
night, give my ſweet Nan this ring. There's for 


Ouic. Now heav'n ſend thee good fortune! A kind 
heart he hath ; a woman would run through fire and 
water for ſuch a kind heart. But yet I would my 
maſter had Miſtreſs Anne, or I would Mr Slender 
hadiher; or, in ſooth, I would Mr Fenton had her. 
IT will do what I can for them all three, for ſo I have 
promis'd; and Þll be as good as my word, but ſpe- 
ciouſly for Mr Fenton. Well, I muſt of another 
errand to Sir John Falſtaff from my two miſtreſſes; 
what a beaſt am I to ſlack it? [ Exit. 


6:C NN N 
Changes to the Carter-Inn. 


Enter Falſtaff and Bardolph. 


Fal. Bardolph, I ſay. 
Bard. Here, Sir. : 


Ful. Go fetch me a quart of ſack, put a toaſt in't. 


e Bard. ] Have I liv'd to be carry'd in a baſket 


ike a barrow of butchers? offal, and to be thrown 


into the Thames? Well, if I be ſerv'd ſuch another 
trick, I'llhave my brains ta'en out and butter'd, and 
give them to a dog for anew-year's gift. The rogues 
lighted me into the river with as little remorſe as 
they would have drown'd a bitct's blind puppies, 
fifteen i' th' litter; and you may know, by my ſize, 
that I have a kind of alacrity in ſinking: if the 
bottom were as deep as hell, I ſhould down. I had 
been drown'd, but that the ſhore was ſhelvy and 
ſhallow; a death that I abhor; for the water {wells 
« man: and what a thing ſhould I have been when 


Exit. 
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1 had been ſwelbd 2.1 ſhould have been a mountain 
of mummy. 


| Enter TI 


Now, is the ſack brewid? 
- Bard. Here's Mrs Quickly, Sir, to ſpeak with you. 
Fal. Come, let me pour in ee ſack to the Thames- 
water ; for my belly's as cold as if I had ſwallow'd 
ſow balls, for pills to cool the reins, Call her in. 
Bard. Come in, woman. 8 


e . 
Enter Mrs Quickly. 


Quic. By your leave—1 cry your merey. Give 
your worſhip good morrow. 

Fal. Take away theſe challices : : go brew me a 
pottle of ſack finely. 

Bard. With eggs, Sir? 

_ * Fal. Simple of itſelf ;' I'll no puller-ſperm ; in my 

brewage. How now? 

- Quic. Marry, Sir, I come to your worſhip from 

Miſtreſs Ford. 

Fal. Miſtreſs Ford? I have had Ford enough; I 
was thrown into the Ford; I have 7 800 ull of 
a 

Quic. Alas the day! good heart, that was not her 
fault: ſhe does ſo take on with her men; they mi- 
ſtook their erection. 

Fal. So did I mine, to build on a fooliſh woman's 
promiſe. 

* Well, ſhe laments, Gin; for it, that it would 
yern your. heart to ſee it. Her huſband goes this 
morning a- birding; ſhe deſires you once more to 

come to her between eight and nine, I muſt carry 

her word quickly ; ſhe'll make you amends, I war- 
rant you. 

Fal. Well, I will viſit . ; tell her ſo, and bid 
her think what 4 man is: let her conſider * frail- 

ty, and then j Fn e of my merit. 

Quic. I will tell her. 

Fal. Do ſo. Between nine and ten, ſay'ſt thou 2 


Ve 
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Quic. Eight and nine, Sir. 

Fal. Well, be gone; I will not miſs her. 

Quic. Peace be with you, Sir. [ Exit. 
Fal. T marvel I hear not of Maſter Brook; he 


ſent me word to ſtay within: I like his money well. 
Oh, here he comes. 


S C EN © XVI 
Enter Ford. 


Ford. Bleſs you, Sir. 
Fal. Now, Maiter Brook, you come to know what 


hath paſs'd between me and Ford's wife. 


Ford. That, indeed, Sir John, is my buſineſs. 

Fal. Maſter Brook, I will not lie to you; I was 
at-her houſe the hour the XG me. 

Ford. And you ſped, Sir? 

Fal. Very ill- favour'dly, Maſter Brook. 

Ford. How, Sir, did ſhe change her determina- 


tion? 
Fal. No, Maſter Brook; but the peaking cornuto 
her huſband, Maſter Br wok, dwelling in a-continual 


larum of jealouſy, comes me in the inſtant of our 
encounter, after we had embrac'd, kilsd, proteſted, 
and, as it were, {poke the prologue of our comedy; 
and at his heels a rabble of his companions, thither 
provok'd and inſtigated by his diſtemper, and, for- 
ſooth, to ſearch his houſe for his wife's love. 

Ford. W hat, while you was there? 

Ful. While I was there? 

Ford. And did he lear ch for you, and could not 


find you? 


Fal. You ſhall 1 As good luck would have 
it, comes in one Miſtreis Page, gives intelligence 
of Ford's approach and by her inrention, and 


Ford's wife's diſtraction, they convey'd me into a 


buck-baſket. 

Ford. A buck-baſket ? 

Fal. Yea, a buck-baſket ; ramm'd me in with 
foul ſhirts and ſmocks, ſocks, foul ſtockings and 


'grealy napkins; that, Maſter Brook, there was the 
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rankeſt compound of villainous ſmell, that ever of- 


fended noſtril. 


Ford. And how long lay you there? 
Fal. Nay, you ſhall hear, Maſter Brook, what I 
have ſuffer'd, to bring this woman to evil for your 
ood. Being thus cramm'd in the baſket, a couple 


of Ford's knaves, his hinds, were call'd forth by their 


miſtreſs, to carry me, in the name of foul cloaths, to 
Datchet-lane; they took me on their ſhoulders, met 
the jealous knave their maſter in the door, who 
aſk'd them once or twice what they had in their 


baſket; I quak'd for fear, leſt the lunatic knave 
would have ſearch'd it; but fate, ordaining he ſhould 


be a cuckold, held his hand. Well, on went he 


for a ſearch, and away went J for foul cloaths. 


But mark the ſequel, Maſter Brook; I ſuffer'd the 
pangs of three egregious deaths : firſt, an intoler- 


able fright, to be detected by a jealous rotten; bell- 


weather; next to be compais'd, like a good bilbo *, 
in the circumference of a == hilt to point, heel 
to head; and then to be ſtopt in, like a-ſtrong di- 
ſtillation, with ſtinking cloaths that fretted in their 
own greaſe: think of that, a man of my kidney; 


think of that, that am as ſubject to heat as butter; 
a man of continual diſſolution and thaw ; it was a 


miracle to %cape ſuffocation. And in the height of 


this bath, when I was more than half ſtew'd in 


greaſe, like a Dutch diſh, to be thrown into the 
Thames, and cooPd glowing hot, in that ſurge, like 
a horſe ſhoe; think of that; hiſſing hot; think of 


that, Maſter. Brook. 


Ford. In good ſadneſs, Sir, I am ſorry that for 
my ſake you have ſuffer'd all this. My uit is then 
deſperate; you'll undertake her no more? | 

Kal. Maſter Brook, I will be thrown into Etna, 
As I have been into Thames, ere I will leave her 
thus. Her huſband is this morning gone a-birding; 
I have receiv'd from her another embaſly of meet- 
ing; *twixt eight and nine is the hour, Maſter Brook. 


A bilbo.is a Spaniſh blade, of which the excellence 
& flexibleneſs and elaſticity, Johnſon. | 
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Ford. Tis paſt eight already, Sir. 

Fal. Is it? will then addreſs me to my appoint- 
ment. Come to me at your convenient leiſure, and 
you ſhall know how 1 ſpeed; and the concluſion 
ſhall be crown'd with your enjoying her; adieu; you 
ſhall have her, Maſter Brook-; Maſter Brook, you 
ſhall cuckold Ford. | [Exit. 

Ford. Hum! ha! is this a viſion? is this a dream? 
do I ſleep? Maſter Ford, awake; awake, Maſter 
Ford ; there's a hole made in your beſt coat, Maſter 
Ford. This 'tis to be married! this *tis to have linen 
and buck-baſkets!—Well, I will proclaim myſelf 
what I am; I will now take the leacher; he is at 
my houſe; he cannot *icape me; ?tis impoſſible he 
ſhould ; he cannot creep- into a-half-penny purſe, 


nor into a pepper-box : but, leſt the devil that guides 


him ſhould aid him, I will ſearch impoſſible places. 
Tho' what I am I cannot avoid, yet to be what I 
would not, {hall not make me tame : if I have horns 
to make one mad, let the proverb go with me, Pll 


be horn-mad. Bu. 


ACT Iv. $CENE L 
Page's Houſe, 
Enter Mrs Page, Mrs Quickly, and William. 
| Mrs Page. | 
S he at Mr Ford's already, think*ſt thou? 
Quic. Sure he is by this, or will be preſently : 
but truly he is very courageous mad, about his 


throwing into the water. Mrs Ford deſires you to 
come ſuddenly. | 

Mrs Page. T'll be with her by and by; PII but 
bring my young man here to ſchool. Look where 
his maſter comes; *tis a playing-day, I ſee. 


Enter Evans. 


How now, Sir Hugh, no ſchool to-day ? 
Eva. No; Maſter Slender is let the boys leave 


to play. 
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Quic. Bleſſing on his heart! 

Mrs Page. Sir Hugh, my huſband ſays my ſon 
profits nothing in the world at his book; I pray you 
aſk him ſome queſtions in his Accidence. 

Eva. Come luther, William—hold up your head, 
come. 

Mrs Page. Come on, ſirrah, hold up your head. 
Anſwer your maſter, be not afraid. 

Eva. William, how many numbers is in nouns ? 

Will. Two. | 

Quic. Truly I thought there had been one num 
ber more, becauſe they ſay, od's nouns. 

Eva. Peace your tatlings. What is fair, William? 

Will. Pulc hier. 

Quic. Poulcats? there are fairer things than poul-. 
cats, ſure. | 

Eva. You are a very ſimplicity oman; I pray 
you, peace. What is lapis, William? 

Will. A ſtone. 

Eva. And what is a ſtone, William ? 

Will. A pebble. 55 

Eva. No, it is Iapis T pray you, remember in 
your prain. 5 

Will. Lapis. | 

Eva. That is a good William: what is he, Wil- 
liam, that does lend articles? | 

Will. Articles are borrow'd of the pronoun, and 
be thus declin'd, ſingulariter nominativo, hic, hac, 
hoc. | 15 

Eva. Nominativo, lig, hag, hog ; pray you, mark: 
genitivo, hujus well, what is your accuſative caſe © 

Will. Accuſative, hinc. 

Eva. I pray you, have your remembrance, child; 
accuſative, hung, hang, hog. 

Quic. Hang hog is Latin for bacon, I warrant you. 

Eva. Leave your prabbles, oman. What is the 

ocative caſe, William; 

Will. O, vocativo, O. 

Eva. Remember, William, focative is caret. 

Quic. And that's a good root. 

Eva. Oman, forbear, 


Mrs Page, Peace. 
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Eva. What is your genitive caſe plural, William? 
Will. Genitive caſe ? 1 
* Eva. Ay. 
* Will. Genitive, horum, harum, horum. 
Quic. Vengeance of Giney's caſe; fy on her! 
, never name her, child, if ſhe be a whore. 
. Eva. For ſhame, oman. | 
* Quic. You do ill to teach the child ſuch words: 
he teaches him to hick and to hack, which they'll 
F do faſt enough of themſelves; and to call horum ; 
fy upon you ! | 
8 Eva. Oman, art thou lunacies? haſt thou no un- 
: derſtanding for thy caſes, and the numbers of the 
* genders? thou art as fooliſh chriſtian creatures as 
J would deſire. 
oy Mrs Page. Pr'ythee hold thy peace. 
Eva. Shew me now, William, ſome declenſions 
q of your pronouns. 
Will. Forſooth I have forgot. 
Eva. It is, ki, ke, cod; if you forget your kies, 
your t, and your cods, you mult be preeches: go 
5 your ways and play, go. 
* Mrs Page. He is a better ſcholar than I thought 


he was. 
Eva. He is a good ſprag memory. Farewell 
> Mrs Page. | 
Mrs Page. Adieu, good Sir Hugh, Get you home, 


x boy. Come, we ſtay too long. [Exeunts 
>, LS I 
| Changes to Ford's Houſe. 


Enter Falſtaff and Mrs Ford. 


Fal. Miſtreſs Ford, your ſorrow hath eaten up my 
ſufferance. I ſee you are obſequious in your love, 
and I profeſs requital to a hair's breadth; not only, 
Miſtreſs Ford, in the ſimple office of love, but in 


all the accouſtrement, compliment, and ceremony 


of it. But are you ſure of your huſband now ? 
Mrs Ford. He's a-birding, ſweet Sir John, 
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1338 The MERRY WIVES. Aà IV. 
Ars Page, within.] What hoa, goſſip Ford! what 
' | 


hoa! | 
Mrs Ford. Step into the chamber, Sir John. 
| [Exit Falſtaff, 


Enter Mrs Page. 


Mrs Page. How now, {weet heart, who's at home 
beſides yourſelf ? 
r, Ford. Why, none but mine own people. 
Ars Page. Indeed? | 
Ars Ford. No, certainly Speak louder. [Aſide. 
Mrs Page. Truly I am ſo glad you have no bo- 
dy here : . 
Mrs Ford. Why? | - 404 
Ar; Page. Why, woman, your huſhand is in his 
old lunes again; he ſo takes on yonder with my 
huſband, ſo rails againſt all married mankind, ſo 
curſes all Eve's daughters, of what complection ſo- 
ever, and ſo buffets himſelf on the forehead, crying, 
peer-out, peer- out / that any madneſs I ever yet. be- 
held ſeem'd but tameneſs, civility, and patience, to 
this diſtemper he is in now. I am glad the fat 
knight is not here. 
Mrs Ford. Why, does he talk of him? | 
Mrs Page. Of none but him; and ſwears he was 
carry*d out, the laſt time he ſearch'd for him, in a baſ- 
ket; aan to my huſband he is now here; and 
hath drawn him and the reſt of their company from 
their ſport, to make another experiment of his ſu- 
ſpicion: but I am glad the knight is not here; 
now he ſhall fee his own foolery. 
Mrs Ford. How near is he, Miſtreſs Page? 
Ars Page. Hard by, at ſtreet's end, he will be 
here anon. | 
- Mrs Ford. I am undone, the knight is here. 
Mrs Page. Why, then thou art utterly ſham'd, 
and he's but a dead man. What a woman are you ? 
—Away with him, away with him ; better ſhame 
than murder, 
M,, Ford. Which way ſhould he go? how ſhould 
I beſtow him? {hall J put him into the baſket again? 


V. 
at' 


ne. 


e 


o N48 If 
Emer Falſtaff. 


Fal. No, I'll come no more 7 th? baſket : may I 


not go out, ere he come ? 

Mrs Page. Alas! alas! three of Maſter Ford's 
brothers watch the: door with piſtols, that none 
ſhould iſſue out, orherwiſe you might ſlip away ere 
he came.—But what make you here? 

Fal. What ſhall I do? Tl. creep up into the 
chimney, _ | 

Mrs Ford. There they always uſe to diſcharge 
their birding- pieces; creep into the kill-hole. 

Fal. Where is it? — — | 

Mrs Ford. He will ſeek there, on my word. Nei- 
ther preſs, coffer, cheſt, trunk, well, vault, but he 
hath an abſtract for the remembrance of ſuch places, 
and goes to them by his note; there is no hiding 
you in the houle. RIFE 

Fal. PIl go out then. 

Mrs Ford. If you go out in your own ſemblance, 
you die, Sir John, unleſs you go out diſguis'd. 
How might we diſguiſe him? | a 


Mrs Page. Alas-the-day, I know not. There is 


no woman's gown.big enough for him; otherwiſe, 
he might put on a har, a muffler, and a kerchief, 


and fo eſcape. 
Fal. Good heart, deviſe ſomething ; any extre- 


mity, rather than miſchief, | 

Mrs Ford. My maid's aunt, the fat woman of 
Brainford, has a gown above. | | 

Mrs Page. On my word it will ſerve him; ſhe's 
as big as he 1s, and there's her thrum hat, and her 
muffler too. Run up, Sir John. 

Mrs Ford. Go, go, ſweet Sir John; Miſtreſs Page 
and I will jook tome linen for your head. 

Mrs Page. Quick, quick, we'll come dreſs you 
ſtra.ght; put on the gown the while. 

. [Exit Falſtaff, 

Mrs Ford. I would my huſband would meet him 

in this thape ; he cannot abide the old woman of 
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140 The MERRY WIVES Ad IV. 
Brainford ; he ſwears ſhe's a witch, forbade her 
my houſe, and hath threatned to beat her. 
Mrs Page. Heav'n guide him to thy huſband's 
cudgel, and the devil guide his cudgel afterwards! 
Mrs Ford. But is my huſband coming? | 
Mes Page. Ay, in good ſadneſs, is he; and talks 
of the baſket too, however he hath had intelligence. 
Mrs Ford. We'll try that; for I'll appoint my 
men to carry the baſket again, to meet him at the 
door with it, as they did laſt time. 15 5 
Mrs Page. Nay, but he'll be here preſently; let's 
go dreſs him like the witch of Brainford. | 
Mrs Ford. TIL firſt direct my men what they 
| ſhall do with the-baſket. . Go up, I'll bring linen | 
for him ſtraight. | 
Mrs Page: Hang him, diſhoneſt varlet, we can- 
not miſuſe him enough. 
We'll leave a proof, by that which we will do, 
Wives may be merry, and yet honeſt too. 
We do not act, that often jeſt and laugh: 
Tis old but true, Still ſwine eat all the draugſi. 
Mrs Ford. Go, Sirs, take the baſket again on a 
og ſhoulders ; your maſter is hard at door; if he 
id you ſet it down, obey him: quickly, diſpatch. - 
| [Exeunt Mrs Page and Mrs Ford. \ 


Enter Servants with the baſtet. 


1 Serv. Come, come, take up. 5 
2 Serv. Pray heav'n- it be not full of the knight 
again. | 
1 2 Serv. I hope not, I had as lief bear ſo much | 


. da ] 
S O RN E IV. | a 
Enter Ford, Shallow, Page, Caius and Evans. 
Ford. Ay, but if it prove true, Maſter Page, have t 
you any way then to unfool me again? —Set down - 
the baſket, villain ;—ſomebody — wife—youth 1 
In a baſket ! oh, you panderly raſcals! there's a J 


knot, a gang, a pack, a conſpiracy, againſt me. 
Now ſhall the n be ſham'd. What! wife, L ſayß 


ch 
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come, come forth, behold what honeſt cloaths you 
ſend forth to bleaching. 


Page. Why, this paiſe Maſter Ford you are 


not to go looſe any longer, you muſt be pinion'd. 
Eva. Why, this is lunatics; this is mad as a mad 
dog. 
Enter Mrs Ford. 


$hal. Indeed, Maſter Ford, this is not well indeed. 

Ford. 80 ſay J too, Sir. Come hither, Miſtreſs. 
Ford; —Miſtreſs Ford, the honeſt woman, the mo- 
deſt wife, the virtuous creature, that hath the jea- 
lous fool to her huſband -I ſuſpe& without cauſe, 
miſtreſs, do 12 

Mrs Ford. Heav'n be my witneſs you do, if you 
ſuſpect me in any diſhoneſty. 

Ford. Well ſaid, brazen- face; hold it out. 
Come forth, ſirrah. [Pulls the cloaths out of the baſket 

Page. This palles 

Mrs Ford. Are you not aſham'd? let the cloaths 
alone 

Ford. IT ſhall find you anon. 

Eva. ?Tis unreaſonable ; will you. take-up your. 
wife's cloaths? come away.. 

Ford. Empty the baſket,. I ſay. 

Mrs Ford. Why, man, why 

Ford. Maſter Page, as I am a man, there was 
one convey'd out of my houſe yeſterday in this 
baſket ; why may not he be there again? in my 
houſe I am ſure he is; my intelligence is true, my 
jealouſy is reaſonable ; pluck me out all the linen. 


Mrs: Ford. If you find a man ha he {hall die 


2 flea's. death. 

Page. Here's no man. 

Shal. By my fidelity this is not well; Mr Ford 3; 
this wrongs you. 

Eva. Maſter Ford, you mult pray, and not fol- 
low the imaginations of your own heart ; this is 
jealouſies. 

Ford. Well, he's not here J ſeek for. 

Page. No, nor no where elſe but in your brain. 

Ford. * to ſearch my houſe this one time; if 
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I find not what I ſeek, ſhew no colour for my ex- 
tremity ; let me for ever be your table-ſport ; let: 
them {ay of me, as jealous as Ford, that ſearch'd 
a hollow wall-nut for his wife's leman. Satisfy me 
ence more, once more ſearch with me. 

Mrs Ford. What hoa, Miſtreſs Page ! come you,, 
and the old woman down; my huſband will come 
into the chamber. 

Ford. Old woman; what old woman's that? 

Mrs Ford, Why, it is my maid's aunt of Brainford. 

Ford. A witch, a quean, an old cozening quean; 
have I not forbid her my houſe ?: ſhe comes of er- 
rands, does ſhe? We are ſimple men, we do not 
know what's brought to pals under the profeſſion, 


of fortune-telling. She works by charms, by ſpells, 


by th' figure; and ſuch dawbry as this is beyond 
our element; we know nothing. Come down, you 
witch; you hag you, come down, I ſay. 1 
Mrs Ford. Nay, good ſweet huſband; good 
gentlemen, let him not ſtrike the old woman. 


8-6 Nov 
Enter Falſtaff in women's cloaths, and Mrs Page. 


Mrs Page. Come, mother Prat, come, give me 
your hand. | } 

Ford. PIT Prat her. Out of my door, you witch! 
[Beats him.] you hag, you baggage. you poulcat, 
you runnion! out, out, out. I'll conjure you, Pll 
fortune-tell you. [Exit Fal. 

Mrs Page. Are you not aſham'd? I think you 
have kill'd the poor woman. 
Mes Ford. Nay, he will do jit.— Tis a goodly 
eredit for you. 
Ford. Hang her, witch. | 
Eva. By yea and no, I think the 'oman is a witch 
indeed: I like not when a?oman has a great peard ; 
I-ipy a great peard under her muffler. 

Ford. will you follow, gentlemen ? I beſeech 


vou, follow; ſee but the iſſue of my jealouſy; if I 


ery out thus upon no trail, never truſt me when I. 
open again. 


Sc. 6. ND 143 
Page Let's obey his humour a little further: 
come, gentlemen. D Zæeunt. 
Mrs Page. Truſt me, he beat him moſt pitifully. 
Mrs Ford. Nay, by tl maſs, that he did not; 
he beat him moſt unpitifully, methought. 

Mrs Page. I'll have the cudgel hallow'd and hung 
ver the altar; it hath done meritorious ſervice. 

Mrs Ford, What think you ? may we, with the 
warrant of woman-hood, and the witneſs of a good 
conſcience, purſue him with any further revenge? 

Mrs Page. The ſpirit of wantonneſs is, ſure, 
ſcar'd out of him; if the devil have him not in fee- 
ſimple, with fine and recovery, he will never, I 
think, in the way of waſte, attempt us again. 

Mrs Ford. Shall we tell our .huſbands how we 
have ſerv'd him? 

Mrs Page. Yea, by all means; if it be but to 
ſcrape the figures out of your huſband's brain. If 
they can find in their hearts the poor unvirtuous 
fat knight ſhall be any further aflicted, we two will 
ſtill be the miniſters. 

Mrs Ford. Pll warrant they'll have him publicly 
ſham'd ; and, methinks, there would be no period 
to the jeſt, ſhould he not be publicly ſham'd. 

Mrs Page. Come to the forge with it, then ſhape 
at: I phy © not have things cool. [Exeunt, 


„„ 2 k © 
Changes to the Garter-Inn. 


Enter Hoſt aud Bardolph. 


Bard. Sir, the German deſires to have three of 
your horſes; the Duke himſelf will be to-morrow 
at court, and they are going to meet him. 

Hoſt. What duke ſhould that be, comes ſo ſe- 
cretly? I hear not of him in the court: let me 
ſpeak with the gentlemen; they {peak Engliſh? 

Bard. Sir, Ill call them to you. 

Hoſt. They ſhall have my horſes, but Pl] make 
them pay, Ill ſwace them. They have had my 
houſe a week at command; I have turn'd away my 
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other gueſts ; they muſt come off; I'll fawce them; 
come. h [ Exeunt, 


n. 
| Changes to Ford's Houſe. 
Enter Page, Ford, Mrs Page, Mrs Ford, and Evans. 


Eva.” Tis one of the beſt diſcretions of oman, as 
ever J did look upon. 
Page. And did he ſend you both theſe letters at 
an inſtant ? | 
Mrs Page. Within a quarter of an hour. 
Ford. Pardon me, wife. Henceforth do what thou 
I rather will ſu{pe& rhe ſun with cold, [wilt; 
Than thee with wantonnets ; thy honour ſtands, 
In him that was of late an heretic, 
As firm as faith. | 
Page. Tis well; 'tis well; no more. 
Be not as extream in ſubmiſſion, as in offence, 
But let our plot go forward; let our wives 
Yet once again, 10 make us public ſport, 
Appoint a meeting with this old fat fellow, 
Where we may take him, and diſgrace him for it. 
Ford. There is no better way than that they 
{poke of. | 
Page. How? to ſend him word they'll meet him 
in the park at midnight? fy, fy, he'll never come. 
Eva. You ſay he hath been thrown into the ri— 
ver, and has been grievouſſy peers as an ld 
'oman; methinks there ſhould be terrors in him, 
that he ſhould not come; methinks his fleſh is pu- 
niſh'd, he ſhall have no deſires. 
Page. So think I too. 
Mrs Ford. Deviſe but how you'll uſe him, when 
he comes; 
And let us two deviſe to bring him thither. 
Mrs Page. There is an old tale goes, that Herne 
the hunter, | i 
Sometime a keeper here in Windſor foreſt, 
Doch all the winter-time, at ſtill of midnight, 
Walk round about an oak, with ragged horns ; 
And there he blaſts the tree, and takes the cattle; 
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And makes milch-kine yield blood, and ſhakes a 
chain | | | 

In a molt hideous and dreadfal manner. | 

You've heard of ſuch a ſpirit ; and well you know 

The ſuperſtitious idle-headed Eld 

Receiv'd, and did deliver to our age, 

This tale of Herne the hunter for a truth. 

Page. Why, yet there want not many that do fear, 
In deep of night, to walk by this Herne's oak; 
But what of this? 

' Mrs Ford. Marry this is our device, 
Phat Falſtaff at that oak ſhall meet with us. 
We'll ſend him word to meet us in the field, 
Diſguis'd like Herne, with huge horns on his head. 
-Page. Well, let it not be doubted but he'll come. 


And in this ſhape when you have brought him thi- 


What ſhall be done with him? what! is your plot? 


Ars Page. That likewiſe we have thought upon, 
and thus: 
Nan Page my daughter, and my little ſon, 


And three or four more of their growth, we'll dreſs | 


Like urchins, ouphes, and fairies, . green and white, 
With rounds of waxen tapers on their heads, 
And rattles in their hands-: upon a ſudden, 

As Falſtaff, ſhe, and I, are newly met, 


Let them from forth à {aw-pit ruſh at once 


With ſome diffuſed ſong: upon their ſight, 
We two, in great amazedneſs, will fly; 


then let them all encircle him about, 


And fairy-like to pinch the unclean knight; 
And aſk him why, that hour of fairy-revel, 
In their ſo ſacred paths he-dares to tread 


In ſhape profane ? 


Mrs Ford. And 'till he tell the truth, 
Let the ſuppoſed fairies pinch him round, 
And burn him with their tapers. 
Mrs Page. The truth being known, 
Ve'll all preſent ourſelves, diſ-horn the ſpirit, 
And mock him home to Windſor. | 


7 


Ford. The children muſt 3 


Be practis'd well to this, or they'll neer do't, Oh 
Vo I. III. N | 
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Eva. I will teach the children their behaviours ; 
and I will be like a jack-an-apes alſo, to burn the 
knight with my taber. _—— 

Ford. This will be excellent. I'Il go buy them 
vizards. | 
Mrs Pas. My Nan ſhall be the queen of all the 

airies; 8 
Finely attired in a robe of white. 
Page. That ſilk will I go buy. And in that time 
Shall Mr Slender ſteal my Nan away, [ A/ide. 
And marry her at Eaton. Go, ſend to Falſtaff 
{traight. | 

Ford. Nay, I'll to him again in the name of 
Brook ; he?ll tell me all his purpoſe. Sure hel] come. 

Mrs Page. Fear not you that; go, get us pro- 
perties and tricking for our fairies. i. 

Eva. Let us about it ; it is admirable pleaſures, 
and ferry . honeſt knaveries. | 

| [Exennt Page, Ford and Evans. 

Mrs Page. Go, Mrs Ford, i 
Send Quickly to Sir John to know his mind. : 

8 | | [Exit Mrs Ford. 
'P'Il to the Doctor; he hath my good will, 

And none but he, to marry with Nan Page. 

That Slender, tho' well landed, is an ideot; 

And he my huſband beſt of all affects : | 

The doctor is well money'd, and his friends 

Potent at court; he, none but he ſhall have her; 

Tho” twenty thouſand worthier came to crave her. 
| [ Exit. 


ee en VEE. 
Changes to the Carter-Inn. 


Enter Hoſt and Simple. 


Hoft. What wouldſt thou have, boor? what, 
thick-ſkin ? ſpeak, breathe, diſcuſs ; brief, ſhort, 
quick, _ a | 

Simp. Marry, Sir, I come to ſpeak with Sir John 
Falſtaff, from Mr Slender. 3 
Haft. There's his chamber, his houſe, his caſtle, 


— 


Sc. 8. OO WETNDSOR, 147 


his ſtanding-bed and truckle-hed *; tis painted 
about with the ſtory of the prodigal, freſh and new; 
go, knock and call; hell. ſpeak like an Anthropo- 
phaginian unto thee : knock, 1 ſay. | 
Simp. There's an old woman, a fat woman, gone 


up into his chamber; Pl be ſo bold as ſtay, Sir, 


"till ſhe come down: I come to ſpeak with her, 
indeed. 1 
Hoſt. Ha! a fat woman? the knight may be 


robb'd; Pl call. Bully-knight ! bully Sir John! 


ſpeak from thy lungs military : art thou there? it 
is thine hoſt, thine Epheſian + calls. 


Falftaff above. 


Fal. How now, mine hoſt ? 
Hoſt. Here's a Bohemian- Tartar tarries the co- 
ming down of thy fat woman : let her defcend, 


bully, let her deſcend; my chambers are honour- 


able. Fy, privacy? fy. 
Euter Falſtaff. 


Fal. There was, mine hoſt, an old fat woman 


even now with me, but ſhe's gone. 

imp. Pray you, Sir, was't not the wiſe woman 
of Brainford ? 
Fal. Ay, marry was it, muſſel-ſhell 4, what 


would you with her ? 
Simp. My maſter, Sir, my maſter Slender ſent to 

her, ſeeing her go through the ſtreet, to know, Sir, 

whether one Nym, Sir, that beguiPd him of a. 


chain, had the chain or no. 
Fal. I ſpake with the old woman about it. 
Simp. And what ſays ſhe, I pray, Sir? 
Fal. Marry, ſhe ſays that the very ſame man 


The uſual furniture of chambers in that time, was 
a ſtanding bed, under which was a trochle, truckle or 
running bed. Johnſon. | 

+ He means to ſay, thine Epheſtian. | 

t He calls poor Simple muiſel-ſhell, becauſe he ſtands 
with his mouth open. Jobnſon. 
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that begui'd Maſter Slender of his chain, cozen'd 


him of it. 

Simp. I would I could have ſpoken with the wo- 
man herſelf; I had other things io have ſpoken 
with her too, from him. ; 

Fal. What are they? let us know. 

Joſt. Ay, come; quick | 

imp. I may not conceal them, Sir. 

Fal. Conceal them, or thou dy'ſt. 

Simp. Why, Sir, they were nothing but about 
Miſtreſs Anne Page; to know if it were my ma- 
ſter's fortune to have her or no. | | 

Fal. *Tis, 'tis his fortune. 

Simp. What, Sir. | 

Fal. To have her, or no: go; ſay the woman 
teld· me ſo. | M 

Simp. May 1 be fo bold to ſay ſo, Sin? 

Lal. Ay, dir; like who more bold. 8 - 

Simp. Thank your worſhip : E ſhall make my 
maſter glad with theſe tidings. [ Exit Simple. 

Hoſt. Thou art clarkly, thou art clarkly, Sin 
John: was there a wiſe woman with thee? 

Fal. Ay, that there was, mine hoſt; one that 
hath taught me more wit. than ever I learned be- 
fore in my life; and I paid nothing for it neither, 

but was paid for my learning. 


% 
Enter Bardolph. 


Bard. Out, alas, Sir, cozenage ? mere cozenage;! 

H/. Where be my. horſes ? ſpeak well of them, 
varletto. | | 

Bard. Run away with the cozeners; for ſo ſoon 
as I came beyond Eaton, they threw me off from 
behind one of them in a ſlough of mire, and ſet 
ſpurs, and away, like three German devils, three 
Doctor Fauitus's. 

Hoſt. They are gone but to meet the Duke, vil- 
lain; do not ſay: they are fled; Germans: are ho- 
peſt men. | 1 — 
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Enter Evans. 


Eva. Where is mine hoſt ? 

Hoſt. What is the matter, Sir ? 

Eva. Have a care of your entertainments; there 
is a friend o' mine come to town, tells me, there 
is three cozen-jermans that has cozen'd all the 
hoſts of Reading, of Maidenhead, of Colebrook, of 


_ © horſes and money. I tell you for good will, look 


you; you are wile, and full of gibes and vlouting- 
ſtocks, and 'tis not convenient you ſhould be co- 
zewd ; fare you well. [ Exit, 


Enter Caius. 


Caius. Ver? is mine hoſt de Jarterre ? 

Hoſt. Here, Maſter Doctor, in perplexity and 
doubtful dilemma. | 
Caius. I cannot tell vat is dat; but it is tell-a- 
me dat you make a grand preparation for a duke 
de Jarmany ; by my trot, der is no duke, dat the 
court is know, to come. I tell you for good will; 


adieu. LExit. 


Hoft. Hue and cry, villain, go! aſſiſt me, knight, 
I am undone; fly, run, hue and cry! villain, I am . 
undone ! | 1 [ Exit. 

Ful. I would all the world might be cozen'd, . 
for T have been cozened and beaten too. If it 
ſhould come to the ear of the court how I have 
been transformed,-and how my transformation hath - 


been waſlvd and cudgePd, they would melt me out 


of my fat, drop by drop, and liquor fiſhermen's 
boats with me. I warrant they would whip me 
with their fine wits, ?till I were as creſt-fall'n as a 
dry'd pear. I never proſper'd ſince I forſwore 
myſelf at Primero . Well, if my wind were but 


long enough to ſay my prayers, I would repent.— - 


*A game at cards. : Jobnſon. 
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$ RNE Xx. 
Enter Miſtreſs Quickly, 


Now, whence come you ? 
uic. From the two parties, forſooth. 

Fal. The devil take one ah and his dam oi 
other, and ſo they ſhall be both beſtow'd. I have 
ſuffer'd more for their ſakes, more than the vil- 
cnn inconſtancy of man's diſpoſition is able to 

ear | 

Quic. And have not they ſuffer'd? yes, I war- 

rant, ſpeciouſſy one of them; Miſtreſs Ford, good 
heart, is beaten black and blue, that you cannot 
ſee a white ſpot abour her. 

Ful. What tell'ſt thou me of black and blue? I 
was beaten myſelf into all the colours of the rain- 
bow; and I was like to be apprehended for the 
witch of Brainford ; but that my admirable dex- 
terity of wit, counterfeiting the action of an old 


woman, deliver d me: the knave conſtable had ſet 


me Y tl ſtocks, ? th? common ſtocks, for a witch. 

Quic. Sir, let me ſpeak with you in your cham- 
ber; you ſhall hear how things go, and, L Warrant, 
to your content. Here is a letter will fav ſome- 


what. Good hearts, what ado is here to bring you 


together? ſure one of you does not ſerve. heav'n 
well, that vou are ſo croſs'd. 
Ful. Come up into my chamber. [Exeunt, 


„ » % . 
Enter Fenton and Hoſt. 


Hoſt Maſter Fenton, talk not to me, my mind 
is heavy, 
J will give over all. 


Fent. Yet hear me ſpeak; aſſiſt me in my 3 | 


+ The text muſt certainly be reſtored, a dan, 


a crazy, frantic woman; one too wild, and filly, and 


unmeaning, to have either the malice, or miſchievous 


fubtilty of a witch in her. "Theodol ld. 
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And, as I am a gentleman, Pll give thee 
A hundred pound in gold more than your loſs. 

Hoſt. T will hear you, Maſter Fenton; and I 
will, at the leaſt, keep your counſel. 

Fent. From time to time I have acquainted you 
With the-dear love I bear to fair Anne Page; 
Who, mutually, hath anſwer'd my affection, 

So far forth as herſelf might be her chuſer) 
ack to my wiſh. I have a letter from her 

Of ſuch contents as you will wonder at ; 

The mirth whereof's ſo larded with my matter, 
That neither ſingly can be manifeſted, _ h 
Without the ſhew of both. Fat Sir John Falſtaff 
Hath a great ſcene; the image of the jeſt 

| | [Shewing a letter. 


I'll ſhew you here at large. Hark, good mine hoſt ; _ 


To night at Herne's oak, juſt *twizt twelve and one, 

Muſt my ſweet Nan preſent the Fairy queen; 

The purpoſe why, is here; in which diſguiſe, 

While other jeſts are ſomething rank on foot, 

Her father hath commanded her to flip 

Away with Slender, and with him at Eaton 

Immediately to marry ; ſhe hath conſented 
Now, Sir, | 

Her mother, ever ſtrong againſt that match, 

And firm for Doctor Caius, hath appointed 

That he ſhall likewiſ ſhuffle her away, 


% 


While other ſports are taſking of their minds; 


And at the deanry, where a prieſt attends, 
Straight marry her; to this her mother's plot 

She, feemingly obedient, likewiſe hath | 
Made promiſe to the Doctor —Now, thus it reſts; 


Her father means ſhe ſhall be all in white, 


And in that dreſs, when Slender ſees his time 


'To take her by the hand. and bid her go, 


She ſhall go with him. —Her mother hath intended, 
The better to devote her to the Doctor, 


(For they muſt all be maſk'd and vizarded) 


That, quaint in green, ſhe ſhall be looſe enrob'd, 
With ribbands pendant flaring bout her head; 


And when the Doctor ſpies his vantage ripe, 
To pinch her by the hand, and, on that token; 
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The maid hath given conſent to go with him. 
Hoſt. Which means ſhe to deceive ?. father or 
mother ? | | 
Fent. Both, my good hoſt, to go along with me; 
And here it reſts, that you'll procure the vicar 
To ſtay for me at church, *twixt twelve and one, 
And in the lawful name of marrying, 
To give our hearts united ceremony. 
Hoſt. Well, huſband your device; Pll to the vicar. 
Bring you the maid, you ſhall not lack a prieſt. 
 Fent. So ſhall I evermore be bound to thee ; 
Beſide, I'll make a preſent recompence. [Exeunt. 
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Re-enter Falſtaff and Miſtreſs Quickly. 


Fal. Pr'ythee no more pratling. Go. T'll hold. 
This is the third time; I hope, good luck lyes in 
odd numbers. Away, go; they ſay there is di- 
vinity in odd numbers, either in nativity, chance 
or death. Away. | 

Quic. VN provide you a chain, and I'Il do what 
I can to get you a pair of horns. 

| [Exit Miſtreſs Quickly. 
Fal. Away, I fay, time wears: hold up your head 
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Enter Fyd. '., vo 
How now, Maſter Brook? Maſter Brook, the mat- he 
ter will be known to night, or never. Be you in 
the Park about midnight, at Herne's oak, and you be 
ſhall ſee wonders. | „ 1 
Ford. Went you not to her yeſterday, Sir, as by 
you told me you had appointed? _ 
Fal. I went to her, Matter Brook, as you ſee, 
like a poor old man; but I came from her, Maſter 
Brook, like a poor old woman, That ſame knave, 
Ford her huſband, hath the fineſt mad devil of jea- 3 
louſy in him, Maſter Brook, that ever govern'd WI 
frenzy. I will tell you; he beat me grievouſly, OY 
in the ſhape of a woman; for in the ſhape of a. IT 


man, Maſter Brook, I fear not Goliah with a wea- 85 
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ver's beam; becauſe I know allo, life is a ſhuttle. 
Jam in haſte; go along with me, I'Il tell you all; 


Maſter Brook. Since I pluck'd geeſe, play'd tru- 
ant, and whip'd top, I knew not what *twas to be 
beaten, 'till lately. Follow me, I'll tell you ſtrange 
things of this knave Ford, on whom to night I will 
be reveng'd, and'I will deliver his wife into your 


hand. Follow; ftrange things in hand, Maſter 
Brook ! follow. | 
Aer .. enn 
Windſor Par 4. 


. Enter Page, Shallow, and Slender. 
Page. | 


Farr, come; we'll couch 7 tÞ caſtle-ditch, till 


we ſee the light of our fairies. Remember 


ſon Slender, my daughter. 


Slen. Ay, forſooth, I have ſpoke with her, and 


[ Exeunts 


. 
* 


we have a nay-word how to know one another. I 


come to her in white, and cry mum; ſhe cries b 


et; and by that we know one another. 


Sal. That's good too; but what needs either 
your mum, or her budget? the white will decipher 


her well enough. It hath ſtruck ten o'clock. 


Page. The night is dark, light and ſpirits will 
become it well; heav'n proſper our ſport ! No man 
means evil but the devil, and we ſhall know him 


by his horns, Let's away; follow me. [ Excusat 


S, CE N E II. 


Enter Miſtreſs Page, Miſtreſs Ford and Caius. - 


Mrs Page. Mr Doctor, my _— is in green; 
when you ſ{ee your time, take 


er by the hand, 


away with her to the deanery, and diſpatch it 
quickly ; go before into the park ; we two mult 


go together. Gs 
Caiuc. I knew vat I have to do; adieu. 


[Exit, 
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Me Page. Fare you well, Sir. My huſband will 


not rejoice ſo much at the abuſe of Falſtaff, as he 
will chafe at the Dotter's marrying my daughter: 
but 'tis no matter; better a little chiding, than a 


great deal of heart-break. 


Mrs Ford. Where is Nan now, and her troop of 
fairies, and the Welch devil Evans? | 
Mrs Page. They are all couch'd in a pit hard by 


 Herne's oak, with obſcur'd lights; which, at the 


very inſtant of Falſtaff's and our meeting, they will 
at once diſplay to the night. He 
Mrs Ford. That cannot chuſe but amaze him, 
Mrs Page. If he be not amaz'd, he will be mock'd; 
if he be amaz'd, he will every way be mock'd. 
Mrs Ford. We'll betray him finely. N 
Mrs Page. Againſt ſuch lewdſters and their 
lechery, | | 


Thoſe that betray them do no treachery. 


Mrs Ford. The hour draws on; to the oak, to 


the oak. | [ Exeunt. 


\ 


Enter Evans and Fairies. 


Eva. Trib, trib, fairies; come and remember 
your parts; be pold, I pray you; follow me into 
the pit; and when I give the watch-'ords, do as I 


pid you; come, come; trib, trib. [Exeunt, 


II. 
Enter Falſtaff, with a bucks head on. 


Fal. The Windſor bell hath ſtruck twelve, the 
minute draws on: now, the hot-blooded gods aſ- 
fiſt me] Remember, Jove, thou waſt a bull for thy 
Europa; love ſet on thy horns. Oh powerful love! 
that, in ſome reſpects, makes a beaſt a man; in 
ſome other, a man a beaſt : you were alſo, Jupi- 
ter, a {wan, for the love of Leda : Oh, omnipotent 
love! how near the god drew to the complexion of 
a gooſe? A fault done firſt in the form of a beaſt, 

—0 Jove, a beaſtly fault in the ſemblance of 
a fowl :——think owt, Jove, a foul fault. When 


gods have hot backs, what ſhall poor men do? tor 


— 


11 


A rien 


T3 Re 


* „ U NW WD DR: a 
me, I am here a Windſor ſtag, and the fatteſt, I 
think, i' th' foreſt. Send me a cool rut-time, Jove, 


or who can blame me to pils my tallow? Who 
comes here? my doe? 


Enter Miſtreſs Ford and Miſtreſs 8 


Mrs Ford. Sir John! art thou there, my deer? my 
male deer? 

Fal. My doe' with the black ſcut ? let the ky 
rain potatoes; let it thunder to the tune of Green» 
Sleeves; hail-kitling-con:tits, and ſnow eringoes ; 
ler there come a tempett of provocation, I will thel- 
ter me here. 

Ars Ford. Miltreſs Page is come with me, ſweet 
heart. 

Fal. Divide me like a bribe-buck, each a haunch; 
J will keep my ſides to myſelf, my ſhoulders tor 
the fellow of this walk , and my horns I bequeath 
your huſbands. I am a woodman, ha? Speak I 
like Herne the hunter? why, now is Cupid a child 
of conlcience, he 1nakes reſtitution. As I am a 
true ſpirit, welcome ! [Noe within, 

Mrs Page. Alas! what noile ? 

Mrs Ford. Heav'n forgive our ſins! 

Fal. What thould this be? 
| =_ 2 $ Away, away. 

k [The women run out. 

Ful. I think the devil will not have me danm'd, 
leſt the oil that is in me ſhould ſet hell on tire; he 
never would elſe crofs me thus. 


S CE N * IV. 


Enter Sir Hugh like a Satyr; Quickly, and others, 
. dreſt like Fairies, with tapers. 


Quic. Fairies, black, gray, green, and white, 


You moon-ſhine revellers and ſhades of night, 


+ To the keeper the ſhoulders and humbles FOE 


as a perguilite, Stee vens. 
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You Ouphen heirs of fixed deſtiny, 


Attend your office and your quality, 


Crier hobgoblin, make the fairy o-yes. 

Eva. Elves, liſt your names; ſilence you airy toys. 
Cricket, to Windſor chimneys ſhalt thou leap : 
Where _ thvu'findſt unrak'd, and hearths un- 
„00 | 
There pinch Wo maids as blue as bilberry : 

Our radiant queen hates ſluts and fluttery, 

Ful. They're fairies; he that ſpeaks to them 
| ſhall die. | 
Pl wink and couch; no man their works muſt eye. 

[Lyes down upon his face. 
Eva. Where's Pede? go you, and where you 
| find a maid, 5 

That ere ſhe ſleep hath thrioe her prayers ſaid, 
Rein up the organs of her fantaſy; 

Sleep. ſhe as ſound as carcleſs infancy; 

But thoſe that ſleep, and think not on their fins, 
Pinch 1 arms, legs, backs, ſhoulders, ſides and 

| ins, | 

_Auic. About, about; 

Search Windfor caſtle, elves, within and out. 
Strew good luck, ouphes, on every ſacred room, 
That it may ſtand 'till the perpetual doom, 


In ſtate as wholſome, as in ſtate tis fit; 


Worthy the owner, as the owner it. 

The ſeveral-chairs of order look you ſcour, 
With juice of balm and ev'ry precious flowir: 
Kach fair inſtalment · coat and ſev'ral creſt, 
With loyal blazon evermore be bleſt! 

And, nightly-meadow-fairtes, look you ſing, 
Like to the Garter · compaſs, in a ring: 

Th' expreſſure that it bears, green let it be, 
More fertite-freſh than all the field to ſee; 
And, Hany /oit qui mal y penſe write, 

In emrold-tuffs, flow'rs purple, blue and white, 


Buckled below fair knight-hood's bending knee; 
Fairies uſe flow'rs for their charaQery Þ. 


1 For the matter with which they make letters. 


Tohnſone 


Like ſapphire, pearl, and rich embroidery, ? 


29 0 


Yo by. Yea 
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Away, diſperſe; but, till 'tis one o'clock, 
Our dance of cuſtom round about the oak 
Of Herne the hunter, let us not forget. 

Eva. Pray you lock hand in hand, yourſelves in 

order let; | | 

And twenty glow-worms ſhall our lanthorns be, 
To guide our meaſure round about the tree. 
But ſtay, I ſmell a man of middle earth. 

Ful. Heayns defend me from that Welch fairy, 
leſt he transform me to a piece of cheeſe ! 
Eva. Vild worm, thou waſt o'erlook'd ewn in 

thy birth. | 

Quic. With trial-fire touch me his finger-end; 
If he be chaſte, the flame will back deſcend, 
And turn him to no pain; but if he ſtart, 
It is the fleſh of a corrupted heart. 

Eva. A trial, come. 


[They burn him with their tapers, and pinch him. 


Come, will this wood take fire, 
Fal. Oh, oh, oh! RE 
Quic. Corrupt, corrupt and tamted in deſire. 
About him, fairies, ſing a {cornful rhime: 
And, as you trip, {till pinch him to your time. 
Eva. It is right, indeed, he is full of leacheries 
and iniquity. : ON 
The SD N- Os 
Fy on ſinful phantaſy, 
y on luſt and luxury! 
Luſt is but a bloodiſb fire , 
Kindled with unchaſte deſire, 
Fed in heart, whoſe flames aſpire, 
s thoughts do blow them, higher and higher, 
Pinch him, fairies, mutually ; 
Pinch him for his villainy « 
Pinch him, and burn him, and turn him about, 
"Till candles, and ſtar-light, and moon/bine be 
out, 


{During this ſong they pinch him. Door Caius 


+ Luſt is but i'th* blood a fire, Hanmer. 
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comes one way, and ſteals away a boy in green; 
Slender another way, and he takes away a boy in 
white ; and Fenton comes, and ſteals away Mrs Anne 
Page. 4 noiſe of hunting is made within All the 
fairies run away. Falſtaff pulls off his buck's head, 
and riſes, | | 


SCENE v. 
Enter Page, Ford, c. They lay hold on him. 


Page. Nay, do not fly; I think weve waich'd 
you now: 8 
Will none but Herne the hunter ſerve your turn? 


Mrs Page. I pray you, come; hold up the jeſt no 


higher. | 
Nov, good Sir John, how like you Windſor wives? 
See you theſe, huſbands? do not theſe fair yoaks 
Become the foreſt better than the town ? 
Ford. Now, Sir, who's a cuckold now ? Maſter 

Brook, Falſtaff's a knave, a cuckoldly knave, here 
are his horns, Maſter Brook; and, Maſter Brook, 
he hath enjoy'd nothing of Ford's but his buck- 
baſket, his cudgel, and twenty pounds of money, 
which muſt be paid to Maſter Brook; his horſes are 
arreſted for it, Maſter Brook. | 

Mrs Ford, Sir John, we have had ill luck; we 
-could never meet. I will never take you for my 
love again, but I will always count you my deer. 

Fal. I do begin to perceive that T am made an aſs. 

Ford, Ay, and an ox too: both the proofs are 
extant. 
Fal. And theſe are not fairies? I was three or 

four times in the thought they were not fairies; 
and yet the guiltineſs of my mind, the ſudden ſur- 

prize of my powers, drove the groſsneſs of the fop- 
pery into a receiv'd belief, in deſpight of the teeth 
of all rhime and reaſon, that they were fairics, 


See now how wit may be made a jack-a-lent, 


when ?tis upon ill- employment! 


Eva. Sir John Falſtaff, ſerve Got, and leave your 


deſires, and fairies will not pince you. 


Ford. Well ſaid, Fairy Hugh. 
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Eva. And leave you your jealouſies too, IT pray vou. 

Ford. I will never miſtruſt my wife again, ' till 
thou art able to woo her in good Engliſh. 

Fal. Have I laid my brain in the ſun and dry'd 
it, that it wants matter to prevent ſo groſs o'er- 
reaching as this? am I ridden with a Welch goat 
too? ſhall I have a coxcomb of frize ? 'tis time 
J were choak'd with a piece of toaſted cheeſe. 

Eva. Seeſe is not good to give putter ; your pel- 
ly is all putter. | 
Fal Seeſe and putter ! Have I liv'd to ſtand in 
the taunt of one that makes fritters of Engliſh ? 
this is enough to be the decay of luſt and late- 
walking through the realm. 

Mrs Page. Why, Sir John, do you think, tho? 
we would have thruſt virtue out of our hearts by 
the head and ſhoulders, and have given ourſelves 
without ſcruple to hell, that ever the devil could 
have made you our delight ? 

Ford, What a hodge-pudding? a bag of flax? 

Mrs Page. A puft man? | 

Page. Old, cold, wither'd, and of intolerable en- - 
trails ? | 

Ford. And one that is as ſlanderous as Satan? 

Page. And as poor as Job? 

Ford. And as wicked as his wife ? 

Eva. And given to fornications, and to taverns, 
and ſacks, and wines, and metheglins, and to drink- 
ings, and ſwearings, and ſtarings, pribbles and 


prabbles ? 


Fal. Well, I am your theme ; you have the ſtart 
of me; I am dejected; I am not able to anſwer 
the Welch flannel; ignorance itſelf is a plummet 


o'er me ; uſe me as you will. 


Ford. Marry, Sir, we'll bring you to Windfor to 
one Mr Brook, that you have cozen'd of money, to 
whom you ſhould have been a pander : over and 
above that you have ſuffer'd, I think to repay that 
money will be a biting affliction. 

Mrs Ford. Nay, huſband, let that go to make 
We amends : — f 
Forgive that ſum, and ſo we'll all be friends, 

O 2 
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Ford. Well, here's my hand; alls forgiven at laſt. 
Page. Vet be chearful, Knight; thou ſhalt eat a 
poſſet to-night at my houſe, where J will deſire thee 
to laugh at my wife, that now laughs at thee. Fell 
her, Mr Slender hath marry'd her daughter. 
Mrs Page. Doctors doubt that; if Anne Page be 
my daughter, ſhe is, by this, Doctor Caius' wife. 
5 LAſide. 


SC NE VE 
Enter Slender. 


Slew. What hoe! hoe! father Page. | 

Page. Son, how now? how now, ſon, have you 
diſpatch'd ? | | 

len. Diſpatch'd? PH make the beſt in Glouceſ- 

terſhire know on't ; would I were hang'd la, elle. 

Page. Of what, ſon? | 

Slen. I came yonder at Eaton, to marry Miſtreſs 
Anne Page, and ſhe's a great lubberly boy. If it 
had not been i' th? church, I would have ſwing'd 
him, or he ſhould have ſwing'd me. If I did not 


think it had been Anne Page, would I might never 


ſtir; and 'tis a poſtmaſter's boy. 


Page. Upon my life; then, you took the wrong. 


Slen. What need you tell me that? T think ſo, 
when J took a boy for a girl: if IT had been mar- 


ry'd to him, for all be was in woman's apparel, I 


would not have had him. 

Page. Why, this is your own folly. Did not J 
tell you how you ſhould know my daughter by her 

rments ? | ö 

Slen. I went to her in white, and ery'd mum, and 
ſhe cry'd budget, as Anne and I had appeinted; and 
yet it was not Anne, but a poſt-maſter's boy. 

Eva. Jeſhu! Maſter Slender, cannot you ſee, but 
marry boys? | 

Page. O, I am vext at heart, What ſhall T do? 

Mrs Page. Good George, be not angry; I knew 
of your purpoſe, turn'd my daughter into green; 
and, indeed, ſhe is now with the Doctor at the 
Deanry, and there married, i | 


\ 


Yaud Ws, ky 


ge. 79. Of WINDSOR. 161 
SCENE VI. 
Enter Caius. 

Caius. Ver is Miſtreſs Page? by gar I am co- 


zen'd; I ha? married one garſoon, a boy; one pea- 


ſant, by gar; a boy; it is not Anne re by gar 
I am cozenꝰd. 
Mrs Page. Why, did you not take her in green? ? 
Caius. Ay, be gar, and 'tis a boy; be gar, Pl} 


raiſe all Windſor. 


Ford. This is ſtrange ! who hath goe the rm 
Anne ? 

Page. My heart miſgives me; here comes Mr 
Fenton. 


Enter Fenton and Anne ON 


How now, Mr Fenton ? 
Anne. Pardon, good fitters $ good my mother, 
pardon. 


Page. Now, miſtreſs, how Muhs you went not 


with Mr Slender? 


Mrs Page. Why went you not with Mr Doctor, 


maid ? 

Fent. You do amaze her: hear the truth of it. 
You would have marry'd her moſt ſhamefully, - 
Where there was no proportion held in love: 
The truth is, ſhe and J long ſince contracted, 
Are now ſo {ure that nothing can diſſolve us. 
Th” offence is holy, that ſhe hath committed; 
And this deceit loſes the name of craft, 

Of diſobedience, or unduteous title; 
Since therein ſhe doth evitate and ſhun 
A thouſand irreligious curſed: hours, 


Which forced marriage would have brought upon 2 


her. 
Ford. Stand not amaz'd, here is no remedy. 
In love, the heav'ns themſelves do guide the ſtate ; 
Money buys lands, and wives are {o9'd by fate. 
Fal. IJ am glad, tho? you have ta'en a ſpecial 
ſtand to ſtrike at me, that your arrow hath 


glanc'd, 
| O 3 
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Page F. Well, what remedy? Fenton, Heavn 
give thee joy! 

What cannot be eſchew'd, muſt be embrac'd. 

Eva. I will alſo dance and eat plums at your 
wedding. 

Fal. When night-dogs run, al ſorts of deer are 
chac'd. 

Mrs Page. Well, I will muſe no further. Maſter 
| Fenton, | 

Heavin give you many, many merry days! 
Good huſband, let us every one go home, 
And laugh this ſport o'er by a country fire, 
Sir John and all. ; 

Ford. Let it be for ——Sir John, ] 
To Maſter Brook you yet ſhall hold your word ; 
For he, to-pight, ſhall ly with Miſtreſs Ford. 


[ Exeunt omnes. 


I In the feſt ſketch of this 1 which, as Mr Pope 
obſerves, is much inferior to the latter performance; the 
only ſentiment of which I regret the omiſſion occurs at 
this critical time. When Fenton brings in his wife, there 
is this dialogue. 


Mrs Ford. Come, Miſtreſs Page, I muſt be Gold with Heu, 
Tis pity to part Ic ve that is ſo. true. 
Mrs Page, aſide.] Although that T have miſſed in my in: 
tent, 
Yet T'am glad my hushand's match 4 is croſſed. 
Here, Fenton, take her 
Eva. Come, Maſter Page, you muſt needs agree. 
Ford. I. faith, Sir, come, you ſes your wife is pleaſed. 
Page. I cannot tell, and yet my heart is eaſed ; | 
And yet it doth me good the doctor miſſed. 8 
Come 888 Fenton, and come hither, * Johnſon. 
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Characters in the Induction. 


A Lord, before whom the play is ſuppos'd to be play'd. 

CHnISTOPHER SL, a drunken tinker. 

"Hoſteſs. 

Page, players, huntſmen, and other ſervants attending 
on the Lord. 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


1 BApTI $TA, father to Catharina and Bianca; very rich. 
VINCENTIo, an old gentleman of Piſa. 
LUuCENT10, ſon to Vincentio, in love with Bianca. 
PETRUCHIO, a gentleman of Verona, a ſuitor to Ca- 


tharina. | 
MEALS, ? pretenders to Bianca. 1 
HoRTENS10, | ( 
TRAN1O, | ſervants to Lucentio. 1 
BiONDELLO, : 
GR VuM1o, ſervant to Petruchio. | 


PE DANT, an old fellow ſet up to perſonate Vincentio. 


CATHARINA, the Shrew. 
B1ANCA, her ſiſter, | | 
Wipow. | 


Taylor, haberdaſhers ; with ſervants atten ng on 
Baptiſta and Petruchio, 


SCENE, ſometimes in Padua ; and ſometimes in 
Petruchio's houſe in the country. 


8 
* 


ng 


2- 


Tragedy. | 


1 | 
TAMING of the SHREW. 


2 
m_—_ * 

6—— 
i. A. 


FD CTY 
NN EX. 
Before an Alchouſe on a Heath. 
Enter Hoſteſs and Sly. 
Sly. 
LL pheeſe you, in faith. 
Hoſt. A pair of ſtocks, you rogue! ; 
L Sly. .Y*are a baggage; the Slies are no rogues. 
Look in the Chronicles, we came m with Richard 
Conqueror; therefore, paucus pallabris *; let the 
world ſlide: Seſ/a. _ | 


Hoſt. You will not pay for the glaſſes you have 
burſt ? | 


Sly. No, not a ner : go by, Jerommo F—go 


to thy cold bed, and warm se. 


Hoſt. IJ know my remedy; I muſt go fetch the 
Thirdborough. 5 

y. Third, or fourth, or fifth borough, III an- 
ſwer him by law; I'll not budge an inch, boy; let 
him come, and kindly. | [Falls aſleep. 


Meaning pocas palabras, Spaniſh, few words. Theob. 
+ Go by, Jeronimo, was a kind of by-word in the au- 
thor's days, as appears by its being uſed in the ſame 
manner by Ben Johnſon, Beaumont and Fletcher, and 
other writers near that time. It aroſe firſt from a paſ- 
ſage in an old play, called Hieronymo, or, The Spaniſh 


— 


166 The T A MING Ind: 


SCENE. . 


Wind horns. Enter a Lord from hunting, with a Train.. 


Lord. Huntſman, I charge thee tender well my 
hounds, 
Brach, Merriman, the poor cur is imboſt ; 


And couple Clowder with the deep-mouth'd Brach. 


Saw'ſt thou not, boy, how Silver made it good 
At the hedge- corner, in the coldeſt fault ? 
J would not loſe the dog for twenty pound. 
Hun. Why, Belman is as good as he, my Lord; 
He cried upon it, at the meereſt loſs, | 
And twice to-day pick'd out the dulleſt ſcent : 
Truſt me, I take him for the better dog. 
Lord. Thou art a fool; if Eccho were as fleet,. 
I would eſteem him worth a dozen ſuch. 
But ſup them well, and look unto them all, 
To-morrow I intend to hunt again, 
Hun. I will, my Lord. | 
Lord. What's here? one dead, or drunk? fee, 
' doth he breathe? 


2 Hun. He breathes, my Lord. Were he not 


warm'd with ale, 5 
This were a bed but cold, to ſleep ſo ſoundly. 
Lord. O monſtrous beaſt! how like a ſwine he lyes! 
— rim death, how foul and loathſome is thy 
| image 
Sirs, I will practiſe on this drunken man. 
What think you, if he were convey'd to bed, 


Wrapt in ſweet cloaths, rings put upon his fingers, | 


A moſt delicious banquet by his bed, | 
And brave attendants near him, when he wakes,” 
Would not the beggar then forget himſelf? 


1 Hun. Believe me, Lord, I think he cannot chuſe. 
2 Hun. It would ſeem ſtrange unto him, when he 


wak?d. 


Lord. Even as a flattring dream, or worthleſs 


fancy. 3 
Then take him up, and manage well the jeſt: 
Carry him gently to my faireſt chamber, 
And hang it round with all my wanton pictures; 


„ ˙ i . x ] . $a 7» wo a 


„„ 


„ 


That offer ſervice to your Lordſhip. 


Now, fellows, you are welcome. 
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Balm his foul head with warm diſtilled waters, 
And burn ſweet wood to make the lodging {weet. 
Procure me muſic ready when he wakes, 

To make a dulcet and a heav'nly ſound ; 5 
And if he chance to ipeak. be ready ſtraight, 
And with a low ſubmiſſive reverence 

Say, what is it your honour will command? 

Let one attend him with a filver baton 

Full of roſe water, and beftrew'd with flowers; 
Another bear the ewer; a third a diaper; 

And ſay, Will't pleaſe your Lordthip cool your hands? 
Some one be ready with a coſtly ſuit, 

And aſk him wiat apparel he will wear; 

Another tell him of his hounds and horſe, 

And that his lady mourns ai his diſeaſe; 
Periuade bim, that he hath been lunatic. 


And when he ſays he is,-—- ſay, that he dreams; 


For he is nothing but a mighty lord. 
This do, and do it kindly, gentle Sirs: 
It will be paltime pathing excellent, 
If i be huſbanded with modeſty. 

1 Hun. My Lord, I warrant you we'll play our 
As te ſhall think, by our true diligence, part, 
He is no leſs tw an what we ſay he ts. 


Lord. Take him up gently, and to bed with him; 


And each one to his office when he wakes. 


[S-me bear out Sly Sound Trumpets. 
Sirrah, 30 ſee what trumpet is that ſounds. 
Belike {ſome noble gentleman that means, 


; Ex. Servants 
Travelling ſome journey, to repoſe him here. 


SCENE 1 
Re-enter a Servant. . 


How now? who is it? 


Ser. Awt pleaſe your Honour, players 


Lord. Bid them come n=ar . 
Enter Players. 
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Play. We thank your Honour. 

Lord. Do you intend to ſtay with me to-night ? 
2 Play. So pleaſe your Lordſhip to accept our duty. 
Lord. With all my heart. This fellow I re- 

member, | 
Since once he play'd a farmer's eldeſt fon : | 
?*T was where you wood the gentlewoman ſo well: 


I have forgot your name; but ture, that part 


Was aptly fitted, and naturally perform'd. 
Sim. I think 'was Soto that your Honour 
means, 
Lord. Tis very true; thou didſt it excellent: 
Well, you are come ro me in happy time, 
The rather for I have ſome ſport in hand, 


Wbherein your cunning can afliſt me much. 


* 


There is a Lord will hear you play to- night; 
Bet I am doubt ful of your mode ſties, | 
Leſt, over-eying of his odd behaviour, 

(For yet his Honour never heard a play), 
You break into ſome merry paiſion, 

And ſo offend him: for I tell you, Sirs, 


If you ſhould ſmile, he grows impatient. 


Play. Fear not, my Lord, we can contain our- 
ſelves, | 


Were he the verrieſt antic in the world. 


2 Play. to the other.] Go get a diſhelout to make 
clean your ſhoes, and PU ſpeak for the properties +. 
| | Erie Player. 

My Lord, we muſt have a ſhoulder of mutton for 
a property, and a little vinegar to make our devil 


roar t. | 
Lord. Go, ſirrah, take them to the buttery, 


* Mr Rowe and Mr Pope prefix the name of Sim to 
the line here ſpoken ; but the firſt folio has it Sincklo; 
which, no doubt, was the name of one of the players 
Here introduced, and who had played the part of Soto 
with applauſe. Theobald. | Eo 

+ Preperty, in the language of a play houſe, is every 


implement neceſſary to the exhibition Johnſon. 


When the acting the my/{eries of the Old and New 
Teſtament was in vogue; at the repreſentation of the 


after of the Faſſion, Judas and the devil made a part. 


ur 


22 
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And give them friendly welcome every one: 


Let them want nothing that the houſe affords. 

: | [ Exit one with the Player:, 
Sirrah, go you to Bartholomew my page, 

And ſee him dreſs'd in all ſuits like a lady. 


That done, conduct him to the drunkard's chamber, 


And call him Madam, do him all obeiſance. 
Tell him from me, (as he will win my love), 
He bear himſelf with honourable action, 
Such as he hath obſerv'd in noble ladies 


Unto their lords, by them accompliſh'd; 


Such duty to the drunkard let him do, 
With ſoft low tongue, and lowly courteſy; 
And ſay, What is't your Honour will command, 


Wherein your lady and your humble wife 


May fhew her duty, and make known her love? 
And then with kind embracements, tempting kiſſes, 
And with declining head into his boſom, | 
Bid him ſhed tears, as being over-joy'd 

To ſee her noble lord reſtor'd to health, 

Who for twice ſeven years hath eſteem'd himſelf 
No better than a poor and loathſome beggar : 

And if the boy have not a woman's gift 

To rain a ſhower of commanded tears, 

An onion will do wel for ſuch a ſhift; 


Which in a napkin being cloſe convey?d, 


Shall in deſpight enforce a wa'”ry eye. 
See this difpatch'd, with all the haſte thou canſt ; 
Anon Pl give thee more inſtructions. 

[ Exit Servant. 


I know the boy will well uſurp the grace, 


And the devil, where-ever he came, was always to ſuf- 
fer ſome diſgrace, to make the people laugh : as here, 
the buffoonery was to apply the gall and vinegar to make 
him roar. And the Paffion being that, of all the my- 
feries, which was moſt frequently repreſented, vinegar 
became at length the ſtanding implement to torment 
the devil: and uſed for this purpoſe even after the my- 


ſteries ceaſed, and the moralities came in vogue; where 


the devil continued to have a conſiderable part. 
The mention of it here was to ridicule ſo abſutd a cir- 
cumſtance in theſe old tarces. Varburlon. 
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Voice, gait, and action of a gentlewoman, 

I long to hear him call the drunkard, huſband ; 
And how my men will ſtay themſelves from laughter, 
When they do homage to this ſimple peaſant, 

I'Il in to counſel them: haply my preſence 

May well abate the over-merry ſpleen, 

Which otherwiſe will go into extremes. [Exit Lord. 


S8 RN N E IV. 
Changes to a Bed. chamber in the Lord's Houſe, 


Enter Sly with attendants, ſome with apparel, baſos 
and euer, and other appurtenances. Re-enter Lord. 


Sly. For God's fake a pot of ſmall ale. 
1 Serv. WilPt pleaſe your Lordſhip drink a cup 
of ſack ? | 8 
2 Serv. Will't pleaſe your Honour taſte of theſe 
conſerves? | Pe 
3 Serv. What raiment will your Honour wear 
to-day ? | 
Sly. I am Chriſtophero Sly, call not me Honour 
nor Lordſhip : I ne'er drank ſack in my life: and 
if you give me any conſerves, give me conſerves of 
beef. Ne'er aſk me what raiment I'll wear, for I 
have no more doublets than backs, no more ſtock- 
ings than legs, nor no more ſhoes than feet ; nay, 
ſometimes more feet than ſhoes; or ſuch ſhoes as 
my toes look through the over-leather. 
Lord. Heav'n ceaſe this idle humour in your Ho- 
nour! | 
Oh, that a mighty man of ſuch deſcent, 
Of ſuch poſſeſſions, and ſo high eſteem, 
Should be infuſed with ſo foul a ſpirit !- 
Sly. What, would you make me mad? am not 1 
Chriſtophero Sly, old.Sly's ſon of Burton-heath, by 
birth a pedlar, by education a card-maker, by tranſ- 
mutation a bearherd, and now by preſent profe ſſion 
a tinker? Aſk Marian Hacket, the fat ale-wiſe of 
Wincot, if-ſhe know me not ; if ſhe ſay I am not 
fourteen pence on the ſcore for ſheer ale, {core me 


r, 


; 
$ 


af. Now CS 
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up for the lying'ſt knave in Chriſtendom. What, 
I am not beſtraught: here's 
x Man. Oh, this it is that makes your lady mourn. 
ay Oh, this it is that makes your ſervants 
roop. | | 
Lord. Haves comes it that your kindred ſhun 
your houſe, 7 


As beaten hence by your ſtrange lunacy, 


Oh, noble Lord, bethink thee of thy birth, 

Call home thy ancient thoughts from baniſhment, 
And banith hence thele abject lowly dreams, 
Look how thy fervants do attend on thee ; 

Each m his othce ready at thy beck. 

Wilt thou have muſic ? hark, Apollo plays; [Mufic. 
And twenty caged nightingales do ſing. 

Or wilt thou ſleep? we'll have thee to a couch, 
Softer and ſweeter than the luſtful bed 

On purpoſe trimm'd up for Semiramis. N 
Say thou wilt walk, we will beſtrow the ground: 
Or wilt thou ride ? thy horſes thall be trapp'd, 


Their harneſs ſtudded all with gold and pearl. 


Doſt thou love hawking? thou haſt hawks will ſoar 
Above the morning lark. Or wilt thou hunt? 
Thy hounds ſhall make the welkin anſwer them, 
And feich ſhrill echoes from the hollow earth. 
Man. Say thou wilt courſe, thy greyhounds 
are as {wift 


As breathed ſtags; ay, fleeter than the roe. 


2 Man. Doit thou love pictures? we will fetch 

thee {trait | 
Adonis painted by a running brook ; 

And Citherea all in {edges hid, | 


Which ſeem to move and wanton with her breath, 


Evn as the waving ſedges play with wind. 

Lord. We'll ſhey thee Io as ſhe was a maid, 
And how ſhe was beguiled and furpris'd, | 
As lively painted as the deed was done. 

3 Man. Or Daphne roaming through a thorny 

wood, | 
Scratching her legs, that one ſhall ſwear ſhe bleeds; 


And at that fight ſhall ;ad Apollo veep, : 
So workmanly che blood and tears are drawn, 


P 2 
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* 8 art a lord, and nothing but a 
ord : | | 
Thou haſt a lady far more beautiful 
Than any woman in this waining age. | 
1 Man. And ?till the tears that ſhe hath ſhed for 
thee, | : 
Like envious floods, &@er-ran her lovely face, 
She was the fafreſt creature in the world; 
And yet ſhe is inferior to none. | 
Sly. Am I a lord, and have I ſuch a lady? 
Or do I dream? or have I drean'd ?till now? 
I do not ſleep; I ſee, I hear, I ſpeak; - 
I ſmell ſweet favours, and I feel ſoft things: 
Upon my life I am a lord indeed; 
And not a tinker, nor Chriſtophero Sly. 
Well, bring our lady hither to our ſight, 
And, once again, a pot o' th' ſmalleſt ale. | 
2 Ma. WilPt pleaſe your Mightineſs to waſh: - 
your hands? | | 
Oh, how we joy to ſee your wits reſtor'd ! 
Oh, that once more you knew but what you are! 
Theſe fifteen years you have been in a dream, 
Or, when you wak'd, ſo wak'd as if you ſlept. 
Sly. Thele fifteen years! by my fay, a goodly nap: 
But did I never ſpeak of all that time? 
i Man. Oh, yes, my Lord, but very idle words. 
For tho? you lay here in this goodly chamber, 
Yet would you. ſay, ye were beaten out of door, 
And raiPd upon the hoſtels of the houſe; 
And ſay, you would preſent her at the leet *, 
Becauſe {he bought ſtone-jugs, and no ſeal'd quarts. 
Sometimes you would call out for Cicely Hacket, 
Sly. Ay, the woman's maid. of the houſe. 8 
3 Man. Why, Sir, you know no houſe, nor no 
ſuch maid, 
Nor no ſuch men, as you have reckon'd up; 
As Stephen Sly, and old John Naps of Greece, 
And Peter Tuff, and Henry Pimpernell, 
And twenty more ſuch names and men as theſe, 
Which never were, nor no man ever ſaw. 


At the court lcet, or court of the manor. 


» FÞ 
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Sly. Now Lord be thanked for my good amends ! 
All. Amen. 
Sly. By th' maſs, I think I am a lord indeed. 


What is thy name? 


Man. Sim, an't pleaſe your Honour. 

Sly. Sim? that's as much as to ſay Simeon, or 
Simon; put forth thy hand, and fill the pot. 

> [The ſervant gives him drink, 


SC E NEV; 


Enter Lady, with attendants, 


IT thank thee ; thou ſhalt not loſe by it. 
Lady. How fares my noble Lord? 
Sly. Marry I fare well, for here is chear enough. 
Where's my wife ? | 
Lady. Here, noble lord, what is thy will with her? 


Sly. Are you my wife, and will not call me huſ- 
band ? 


My men ſhould call me lord, I am your goodman. 


- 


Lady. My huſband and my lord, my lord and 


huſband ; ; 


I am your wife in all obedience. 


Sly. I know it well: what muſt I call her? 
Lord. Madam. | 

Sly. Alce Madam, or Joan Madam ? 

Lord. Madam, and nothing elſe; fo lords call 

ladies. 

Sy. Come, fit down on my knee. Sim, drink to 
her. Madam wife, they ſay that I have dream'd, 
and flept above ſome fifteen years and more. 

Lady. Ay, and the time feems thirry unto me, 
Being all this time abandon'd from your bed. 

Sly. Tis much. 


bed. — Sim, drink to her. | 
Lady. Thrice noble lord, let me entreat of you 
To pardon me yet for a night or two; 
Or, if not ſo, until the ſun be fet: 
For your phyſicians have expreſly charg'd, 
In peril to incur your former malady, 


That I ſhould yet abſent me from your bed. 
P 3 | | 


Servants, leave me and her 
alone. Madam, undreſs you, and come now to 
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J hope this reaſon ſtands for my excuſe. 


Sly. Ay, it ſtands ſo, that I may hardly tarry 0 | 
long; but I would be loath to fall into my dream 
again: Iwill therefore tarry in deſpight of the fleſh. 


and the blood. 
9 nn. 
Enter a Meſſenger. 


Meff. Your Honour's players, hearing your 


amendment, 
Are come to play a pleaſant Comedy ; 
For ſo your doctors hold it very meet, 


Seeing too much ſadneſs hath congeal'd your blood; * 


And melancholy is the nurſe of frenzy. 
Therefore they thought it good you hear a play, 
And frame your mind to mirth and merriment ; 


Which bars a thouſand harms, and lengthens life. 
Sly. Marry I will; let them play; is it not a 
commodity ?- a Chriſtmas. gambol, or a tumbling - 


trick ? 
Lady. No, my good lord, it is more Pg ſtuff. 
Sly. What, houſhold ſtuff? 
Lady. It is a kind of hiſtory, 


Sly. Well, we'll ſee't. Come, Madam wife, ſit by 
my ſide, and let the world ſlip, we ſhall neer be 


younger. 


n 
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TAMING of the SHREW. 
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ACT T6 SCENE, 
A Street in Padua. | 
Flouriſh. Enter Lucentio and Tranio. | 
Lucentio.. | 


Ran1o,. ſince for the great deſire I had 
To ſee fair Padua, nurſery of arts, 

T am arriv'd from fruitful Lombardy, 

The pleaſant garden of great Italy; 

And, by my father's love and leave, am arm'd 

With his good-will and thy good company; 

Moſt truſty ſervant, well approv'd in all, 

Here let us breathe, and haply inſtitute 

A courſe of learning and ingenious ſtudies, 

Piſa, renowned for grave citizens, 


Gave me my being, and my father firſt, 


A merchant of great traffic through the world: 
Vincentio's come of the Bentivoli, | 
Vincentio his ſon +, brought up in Florence, 

It ſhall become to ſerve all hopes conceiv'd, 

To deck his fortune with his virtuous deeds : , 
And therefore, . Tranio, for the time I ſtudy, | 
Virtue, and that part of philoſophy 

Will I apply, that treats of happineſs 

By virtue ſpecially to be atchiev'd. 

Tell me thy mind, for I have Piſa left, 

And am to Padua come, as he that leaves 


'® Lucentio is here ſpeaking of himſelf We muſt 
certainly therefore place a full ſtop at the end of the 
preceding line, and read Lucentio his ſon, &c. Reviſal. 
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A ſhallow plaſh to plunge him in the deep, 
And with fatiety ſeeks to quench his thirſt. | 
Tra. Me pardonnto, gentle maſter mine, 1 
I am in all affected as yourſelf; 
Glad that you thus continue your reſolve, 
To ſuck the ſweets of ſweet philoſophy: 
Only, good maſter, while we do admire 
This virtue, and this moral diſcipline, 
Let's be no Stoicks, nor no ſtocks, I pray; 
Or ſo devote to Ariſtotle's checks, 
As Ovid be an outcaſt quite abjur'd. 
Talk logic with acquaintance that you have, 
And practice rhetoric in your common talk; | 
Muſic and poeſy uſe to quicken you; | 
The mathematics, and the metaphyſics, 
Fall to them, as you find your ſtomach ſerves you: 
No profit grows where 1s no pleaſure ta'en : 
In brief, Sir, ſtudy what you moſt affect. 
Luc. Gramercies, Tranio, well doſt thou adviſe. 
If, Biondello, thou wert come aſhore, | 
We could at once put us in readineſs, 
And take a lodging fit to entertain | 
Such friends as time in Padua ſhall beget. 
But ſtay a while, what company is this? 
* Ta. Maſter, ſome ſhew to welcome us to town. 


VV 


Enter Baptiſta, with Catharina and Bianca, Gremio 
aud Hortenſio. Lucentio and Tranio ./tarnd by. 


Bap. Gentlemen both, importune me no farther; 
For how T firmly am reſolv'd, you know; 
That is, not to beſtow my youngeſt daughter, 
Before I have a huſband for the elder ; | 
If either of you both love Catharina, 
Becauſe I know you well, and love you well, 
Leave ſhall you have to court her at yourpleaſure. 
Gre. To cart her rather. — She's too rough for me. 
Tbere, there, Hortenſio, will you any wife? 
Cath. I pray you, Sir, is it your will 
To make a ſtale of me amongſt theſe mates? 


Gs »% Ld rad{ 


I. 


0 


Peace, Tranio. 


* 
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Hor. Mates, maid! how mean you that? no mates 
for you; | 


Unleſs you were of gentler, milder mould. | 
Cath. Pfaith, Sir, you ſhall never need to fear. 
J wis it is not half way to her heart: 
But if it were, doubt not, her care ſhall be 
To comb your noddle with a three legg'd ſtool, 
And paint your face, and uſe you like a fool. 
Hor. From all ſuch devils, good Lord deliver us! 
Gre. And me too, good Lord. = 
Tra. Huſh, maſter, here's ſome good} 
paſtime toward ; 
That wench is ſtark mad, or wonderful 
froward ; | 
Luc. But in the other's ſilence I do ſee 7 Aſide. 
Maid's mild behaviour and ſobriety. | 


Tra. Well ſaid, maſter ; mum, and gaze 
your fill. | 
Bap. Gentlemen, that I may ſoon make good 
What I have ſaid, Bianca, get you in; 
And let it not diſpleaſe thee, good Bianca; 
For I will love thee ne'er the leſs, my girl. | 
Cath. A pretty peat! it is belt put finger in the 
eye, an ſhe knew why. | 
Bian. Siſter, content you in my diſcontent, 
—Sir, to your pleaſure humbly 1 lubſcribe: | 
My books and inſtruments ſhall be my company, 
On them to look, and practiſe by myſelf. | 
Luc. Hark, Tranio, thou may'ſt hear Minerva 
ipeak. [ Aſide. 
Hor. Signior Baptiſta, will you be ſo ſtrange ? 
Sorry am I that our good will effects 
Bianca's grief. | | 
Gre. Why will you mew her up, 
Signior Baptiſta, for this fiend of hell, 

And make her bear the penance of her tongue ?. 
Bap. Gentlemen, content ye; I am reſolv'd. 
Go in, Bianca. [ Exit Bianca. 

And for I know ſhe taketh moſt delight 
In muſic inſtruments, and poetry; | 
School-maſters will J keep within my houſe, 
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Fit to inſtruct her youth. If you, Hortenſio, 

Or Signior Gremio, you, know any ſuch, 

Prefer them hither: for to cunning men 

I will be very kind; and liberal 

To mine own children, in good bringing up. 

And ſo farewell: Catharina, you may ſtay, 

For I have more to commune with Bianca. [ Exit. 
Cath. Why, and I truſt T may go too, may F 


not? What, ſhall I be appointed hours, as tho”, 


belike, I knew not what to take, and what to 
leave? ha! | [Exit. 


S. COE N E III. 


_ Gre, You may go to the devil's dam. Your gifts 
are ſo good, here is none will hold you. Our love 
is not ſo great, Hortenſio, but we may blow our 
nails together, and faſt it fairly out. Our cake's 
dough on both ſides. Farewell. Yet for the love I 
bear my ſweet Bianca, if I can by any means light 
on a fit man to teach her that wherein ihe de- 
lights, I will wiſh him to her father. | 

Hor. So will I, Signior Gremio. But a word, I 


ray ; though the nature of our quarrel never yer 


"rook'd parle, know now, upon advice, it touch- 
eth us both, that we may yet again have acceſs to 
our fair miſtreſs, and be happy rivals in Bianca's 
love, to labour and effect one thing ſpecially, 
Gre. What's that, I pray? | 
Hor. Marry, Sir, to get a huſhand for her ſiſter. 
Gre. A huſband! a devil. 
Hor. I {ay a huſband. 


Gre. I fay a devil. Think'ſt thou, Hortenſio, 


tho? her father be very rich, any man is fo very a 
fool to be married to hell? Sg 

Hor. Tuſh, Gremio; tho? it paſs your patience 
and mine to endure her loud alarms, why, man, 
there be good fellows in the world, an' a man could 
light on them, would take her with all her faults, 
and money enough. 

Gre. I cannot tell; but I had as lief take her 
dowry with this condition, to be whip'd at the 
high crols every morning. 


enn [dp] 


A os 


N 


Hor. Faith, as you ſay, there's a ſmall choice 
in rotten apples. But come, ſince this bar in law 
makes us friends, it ſhall be ſo far forth friendly 
maintain'd, *till by helping Baptiſta's eldeſt daugh- 


ter to a huſband, we ſet his youngeſt free for a 


huſband, and then have to't afreſh. Sweet Bian- 
ca ! happy man be his dole! he that runs faſteſt 
gets the ring; how ſay you, Signior Gremio/? 
Gre. I am agreed; and would I had given him 
the beſt horſe in Padua to begin his wooing, that 
would thoroughly woo her, wed her, and bed her, 


and rid the houſe of her. Come on. 


[Exenunt Gremio and Hortenſio. 


G WE. i 
Manent Tranio and Lucentio. 


Fra. I pray, Sir, tell me, is it poſſible 
That love ſhould on a ſudden take ſuch hold? 
Luc. Oh Tranio, ?till T found it to be true, 
I never thought it poſſible or likely. 
But ſee, while 1dly I ſtood looking on, 
I found th? effect of love in idleneſs: 
And now in plainneſs do confeſs to thee, 
(That art to me as ſecret, and as dear, 


As Anna to the Queen of Carthage was ;) 


Tranio, I burn, I pine, I periſh, Tranio, 
If I atchieve not this young modeſt girl. 
Counſel me, Tramio, for I know thou canſt; 
Aſſiſt me, Tranio, for I know thou wilt. 

Tra. Maſter, it is no time to chide you now 
Affection is not rated from the heart. 
If love hath touch'd you, nought remains but ſo *, 
Redime te captum quam queas minimo f. 


*The next line from Terence, ſhews that we ſhould 
read, If love hath foi d you, —i e. taken you in his 
toils, his nets. Alluding to the captus eſt habet, of the 
ſame author. Warburton. 

+ Our author had this line from Lilly ; which I men- 
tion, that it may not be brought as an argumeut of his 
learning. Johnſon. < 
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wo. The T'A MING Aa. 


Luc. Gramercy, lad; go forward, this contents; 
The reſt will comfort, for thy counſel's ſound. 
Tra. Maſter, you look'd fo longly on the maid, 
Perhaps you mark'd not what's the pith of all. 
Luc. O yes, I ſaw fweet beauty in her face; 
Such as the daughter of Agenor had, | 
That made great Jove to humble him to her hand, 
When with his knees he kiſs'd the Cretan ſtrand. 
Tia. Saw you no more? mark'd you not how 
her ſiſter | 
Began to ſcold, and raiſe up ſuch a ſtorm, 
That mortal ears might hardly endure the din ? 
Luc. Tranio, I ſaw her coral lips to move, 
And with her breath ſhe did perfume the air ; 
Sacred and ſweet was all I {aw in her.. 
Tra. Nay, then*tis time to ſtir him from his trance. 
I pray, awake, Sir.; if you love the maid, 
Bend thoughts and wit t' atchieve her. Thus it 
ſtands | : 
Her eldeſt ſiſter is fo curs'd and ſhrewd, 
'That till the father rids his hands of her, 
Maſter, your love muſt live a maid at home; 
And therefore has he cloſely mew'd her up, 
Becauſe ſhe ſhall not be annoy*& with ſuitors. 
Luc. Ah, Tramo, what a cruel father's he ! 
But art thou not advis'd he took ſome care 
To get her cunning ſchool- maſters t' inſtruct her? 
Tra. Ay, marry am I, Sir; and now ?tis plotted. 
Luc. I have it, Tranio. 
Tra. Maſter, for my hand, 
Both our inventions meet and jump in one. 
Luc. Tell me thine firſt. 
Tra. You will be ſchoolmaſter, | 
And undertake the teaching of the maid : 
That's your device. | 
Luc. It is: ray it be done? | 
Tra. Not poſſible: for who ſhall bear your part, 
And be in Padua here Vincentio's fon, 
Keep houſe, and ply his book, welcome his friends, 
Viſit his countrymen, and banquet them? 
Luc. Baſta ; content thee ; for I have it full. 
We have not yet been ſeen in any houſe, “ 
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Nor can we be diſtinguiſſid by our faces, 


For man or maſter ; then it follows thus. 
Thou ſhalt be maſter, Tranio, in my ſtead ; 
Keep houſe, and port *, and ſervants, as J ſhould. 
J will ſome other be, ſome Florentine, | | 
Some Neapolitan, or meaner. man of Piſa. 
Tis hatch'd, and ſhall be ſo. Tranio, at once 
Uncaſe thee : take my colour'd hat and cloak. 
When Biondello comes, he waits on thee ; - 
But I will charm him firſt to keep his tongue. 

Tra. So had you need. [They exchange habits, 
In brief, good Sir, ſith it your pleaſure is, 
And J am tied to be obedient, 
For ſo your father charg'd me at our parting; 
(Be ſerviceable to my ion, quoth he), 
Altho?, I think, 'twas in another ſenle 
I am content to be Lucentio, © 
Becauſe fo well I love Lucentio. 

Luc. Tranio, be ſo, becauſe Lucentio loves; 
And let me be a ſlave, V atchieve that maid 


Whoſe ſudden ſight hath thralPd my wounded ee. 


Enter Biondello. 


ce comes the rogue. Sirrah, where have you 
een? | 

Hion. Where have I been? nay, how now, where 
are you? Maſter, has my fellow Tranio ſtollen your 
cloaths, or you ſtollen his, or both? pray, what's 
the news ? 

Luc. Sirrah, come hither : 'tis no time to jeſt; 
And therefore frame your manners to the tune. 
Your fellow Tranio, here, to ſave my lite, 

Puls my apparel and my gount'nance on, 

And IJ, for my eſcape, have put on his: 

For in a quarrel, ſince I came aſhore, 

I kilPd a man, and fear Jam deſcry'd. 6 
Wait you on him, I charge you, as becomes; 
While I make way from hence to ſave my life. 


Biou. Ay, Sir, ne'er a whit. —— 


* Pert is figure, ſhow, appearance. 
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Luc. And not a jot of Tranio in your mouth 3 
Tranio is chang'd into Lucentio. 
Bion. The better for him: *would I were fo too. 
Tra. So would J, i' faith, boy, to have the- next 
with after; that Lucentio, indeed, had Baptiſta's 
oungeſt daughter. But, firrah, not for my ſake, 
Fur your maſter's, I adviſe you, uſe your manners 
diſcreetly in all kind of companies: when I am 
alone, why, then I am Tranio; but in all places 
elſe, your maſter Lucentio. LES 


Luc. Tranio, let's go. One thing more reſts, 


that thyſelf execute, to make one among theſe 
wooers. If thou aſk me why, ſufficeth my reaſons 
are both good and weighty. IExeunt. 


NK V. 
Before Hortenſio's Houſe, in Padua. 


Euter Petruchio and Grumio. 


Pet. Verona, for a while I take my leave, 
To ſee my friends in Padua; but of all, 
My beſt beloved and approved friend, 
Hortenſio; and, I trow, this is the houſe ; 
Here, firrah Grumio, knock, I ſay. 55 
Gru. Knock, Sir? whom ſhould I knock? is there 
any man has rebus'd your Worthip ? 
Pet. Villain, I fay, knock me here ſoundly. 
Gru. Knock you here, Sir? why, Sir, what am 
I, vir, 
That I ſhould knock you here, Sir. 
Pet. Villain, I fay, knock me at this gate, 
And rap me well; or I'li knock your knave's pate. 


Gru. My maſter is grown quarrelſome: I ſhould ' 


knock you firſt, 
And then I know after who comes by the worſt. 
Pet. Will it not be? An as 

Faith, ſirrah, an you'll not knock, I'll ring it; 

I'Il try how you can ſo, fa, and ſing it. 
[He wrings Jim by the ears, 

Gru. Help, maſters, help; my maſter is mad. 

Pet. Now knock, when I bid you: ſirrah, villain! 


CITES 


E 


Sc. 5, of the SHRE W. i183 


Enter Hortenſio. 


Hor. How now, what's the matter? my old friend 
Grumio, and my good friend Petruchio! how do 
you all at Verona ? 

Pet. Signior Hortenſio, come you to part the fray ? 
Con tutto il core, ben trovato, may I tay. 

Hor. Alla noſtra caſa ben venuto, molto honorato 

Signor mio Petruchio. 
Riſe, Grumto, riſe; we will compound this quarrel. 

Gru. Nay, 'tis no matter whai he leges in Latin. 
If this be not a lawful cauſe for me to leave his 
ſervice, look you, Sir: he bid me knock him, and 
rap him ſoundly, Sir Well, was it fit for a ſer- 
vant to uſe his maſter ſo, being, perhaps, for aught 
I lee, two and thirty, a pip out? 
Whom, would to God, I had well knock'd at firſt, 
Then bad not Grumio come by the worſt. 

Pet. A ſenſeleſs viliam !-— Good Hortenſio, 
I bid the raſcal knock upon your gate, 


And could not get him for my heart to do it. 


Gru. Knock at the gate? O Heavns! ipake you 
not theſe words plain? Sirrah, knock me here, rap 
me here, knock me well, and knock me foundly : 
and come you now with knocking at the gate ? 

Pet. Sirrah, be gone, or talk not, I adviſe you. 

Hor. Petruchio, patience; I am Grumio's pledge. 
Why, this is a heavy chance *twixt him and you, 
Your-ancient, truſty, p!.:afant ſervant Grumio ; 


And tell me now, {weet friend, what happy gale 


Blows you to Padua here, from old Verona ? 

Pet. Such wind as ſcatters young men through. 

the world | 

To ſeek their fortunes farther than at home, 
Where ſmall experience grows. But, in a few, 
Signior Hortenſio, thus it ſtands with me: 
Antonio my father is deceas'd ; 
And I have thruſt myſelf into this maze, 
Haply to wive and thrive, as beſt I may: 
Crowns in my purſe I have, and goods at home, 
And ſo am come abroad to ſee the world. 

Hor. Petruchio, ſhall I then come roundly to thee, 


Q2 | 


184 Tao r N 8 Act I. 
And wiſh thee to a ſhrewd ill- favour'd wife ? 
Thou'dſt thank me but a little for my counſel ; 
And yet, I'll promiſe thee, ſhe ſhall be rich, 

And very rich: but thowrt too much my friend, 
And I'll not wiſh thee to her. ; 

Pet. Signior Hortenſio, *twixt ſuch friends as ws 
Few words ſuffice ; and therefore if you know 
One rich enough to be Petruchio's wife; 

(As wealth is burden of my wooing dance); 
Be ſhe as foul as was Florentius' love, 
As old as Sibyl, and as curs'd and ſhrewd 

As Socrates? Xantippe, or a worſe, Ne 
She moves me not; or not removes, at leaſt; 
Affection's edge in me. Were ſhe as rough 
As are the ſwelling Adriatic ſeas, 

J come to wive it wealthily in Padua: 

If wealthily, then happily, in Padua. 
Gru. Nay, look you, Sir, he tells you flatly what 
his mind is: why, give him gold enough, and mar- 
ry him to a puppet, or an ag'et-babv, or an old 
trot with ne'er a tooth in her head, tho? ſhe have 
as many diſeaſes as two and fifty horſes; why, no- 
thing comes amiſs, ſo money comes withal. | 
Hor. Petruchio, ſince we have ſtep'd thus far in, 

J will continue that J broach'd in jeſt. | 

I can, Petruchio, help thee to a wife 

With wealth enough, and young and beauteous; 

Brought up as beft becomes a gentlewoman. , | 

Her only fault, and that is jault enough, 

Is, that ſhe is intolerably curs'd ; : 

And ſhrewd, and forward, ſo beyond all meaſure, 

That, were my ſtate far worſer than it is, 

I would not wed her for a mine of gold. | 
Pet. Hortenſio, peace; thou know'ſt not gold's 

effect; | 

Tell me her father's name, and 'tis enough: 

For I will board her, tho? ſhe chide as loud 

As thunder, when the clouds in Autumn crack. 
Hor. Her father is Baptiſta Minola, 

An affable and courteous gentleman; 

Her name is Catharina Minolo, , 


Renown'd in Padua for her ſcolding tongue. 


* 
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Pet. I know her father, tho' I know not her; 
And he knew my deceaſed father well. 
I will not ſleep, Hortenſio, till I ſee her; 
And therefore let me be thus bold with you, 
To give you over at this firſt encounter, 
Unleſs you will accompany me thither. | 
Gru. I pray you, Sir, let him go while the hu- 
mour laſts. O' my word, an' ſhe knew him as well 
as I do, ſhe would think ſcolding would do little 
good upon him. She may, perhaps, call him half 
a ſcore knaves, or ſo : why, that's nothing; an' he 
begin once, he'll rail—in his rope-tricks (I'II tell 
you what, Sir) an' ſhe ſtand him but a little, he 
will throw a figure in her face, and ſo disfigure her 
with it, that ſhe ſhall have no more eyes to ſee 
withal than a cat. You know him not, Sir. 
Hor. Tarry, Petruchio, I mult go with thee, 
For in Baptiſta's houſe my treaſure 1s : 
He hath the jewel of my life in hold, 
His youngeſt daughter, beautiful Bianca 
And her with-holds he from me, and others more 
Suitors to her, and rivals in my love; 
Suppoſing it a thing impoſſible, 
For thoſe defects I have before rehears'd, 
That ever Catharina will be woo'd; 
Therefore this order hath Baptiſta ta'en, 
That none ſhall have acceſs unto Bianca, 
Till Catharine the curs'd have got a huſband. 
Gru. Catharine the curs'd ? 
A title for a maid of all titles the worſt! 
Hor. Now thall my friend Petruchio do me grace, 
And offer me, diſguis'd in ſober robes, 
To old Baptiita as a ſchool-maſter, 
Well ſeen in muſic, to inſtruct Bianca; 
That ſo I may by this device, at leaſt, 
Have leave and leiſure to make love to her; 
And, unſuſpected, court her by herſelf. 


Enter Gremio, and Lucentio diſguip d. 


Gru. Here's no knavery ! ſee, to beguile tte old 
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folks, how the young folks lay their heads toge- 
ther. Maſter, look about you: who goes there? ha! 
Hor. Peace, Grumio, *tis the rival of my love. 
Petruchio, ſtand by a while. : 
Gru. A proper {tripling, and an amorous. 
Gre. O, very well; I have perus'd the note: 
Hark you, Sir, Pll have them very fairly bound, 
All books of love; ſee that, at any hand; 1 
And ſee you read no other lectures to her: 
You underſtand me—over and beſide ] 
Signior Baptiſta's liberality, a 
Pl mend it with a largeſs. Take your papers too, 
And let them have them very well perfum'd; f 
For ſhe is ſweeter than perfume itſelf, : 
To whom they go; what will you read to her? 
Luc. Whate'er I read to her, T'l] plead for you, 
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As for my patron, ſtand you ſo aſſured; | 1 
As firmly as yourſelf were ſtill in place; \ 
Yea, and, perhaps, with more ſucceſsful words 1 


Than you, unleſs you were a ſcholar, Sir. 
Gre. Oh this learning, what a thing it is! 
Gru. O this woodcock, what an aſs it is |— 
Pe. Peace, mahl, NEE a 
Hor. Grumio, mum! God ſave you, Signior 
Gremio. | | 
Gre. And you are well met, Signior Hortenſio. 
Trow you whither Jam going? to Baptiſta Mi- 
nola; I promiſed to enquire carefully about a 
ſchool-maſter for the fair Bianca; and by good 
fortune I have lighted well on this young man, for 
learning and behaviour fit for her turn, well read 
in poetry, and other books; good ones, I war- 
rant ye. 15 . 
Hor. Tis well; and J have met a gentleman, 
Hath promis'd me to help me to another, 
A fine muſician to inſtruct our miſtreſs; 
So ſhall T no whit be behind in duty | 
o fair Bianca, ſo belov'd of me. | | | 
. Gre. Belov'd of me,——and that my deeds ſhall 
prove. | | 
Gru. And that his bags ſhall prove. 
Hor. Gremio, *tis now no time to vent our love. 


* 
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Liſten to me; and, if you ſpeak me fair, 
VI tell you news indifferent good for either. 
Here is a gentleman whom by chance I met, 
Upon agreement from us to his king, 
Will undertake to wooe curs'd Catharine ; 
Yea, and to marry her, if her dowry pleaſe. 
Gre. So ſaid, ſo done, is well. 
Hortenſio, have you told him all her faults ? 
Pet. I know ſhe is an irkſome brawling ſcold ; 
If that be all, maſters, I hear no harm. | 
Gre. No, ſayeſt me ſo, friend? what countryman ? 
Pet. Born in Verona, old Antonio's fon ; 
My father's dead, my fortune lives for me, 
And I do hope good days and long to ſee. 
Gre. Oh, Sir, ſuch a life, with ſuch a wife, were 
{ſtrange ; | 


But if you have a ſtomach, to't, o' God's name; 
You ſhall have me afliſting you in all, 


But will you wooe this wild cat ? 
Pet. Will I live? | 
Gru. Will he wooe her? ay, or I'll hang her. 
Pet. Why came I hither, but to that intent? 

Think you a little din can daunt my ears? 

Have I not in my time heard lions roar ? 


Have I not heard the ſea, puff d up with winds, 


Rage like an angry boar, chafed with ſweat ? 
Have I not heard great ordnance in the field? 
And heav'n's artillery thunder in the ſkies ? 
Have I not in a pitched battle heard 
Loud larums, neighing ſteeds, and trumpets clangue ? 
And do you tell me of a woman's tongue, 
That gives not half ſo great a blow to th' ear, 
As will a cheſnut in a farmer's fire ? 
Tuſh, tuſh, fear boys with bugs. 
Gru, For he fears none. 
Gre. Hortenſio, hark: 
This gentleman is happily arriv'd, 
My mind preſumes for his own good and ours. 
Hor. I promis'd we would be contributors, 
And bear his charge of wooing whatſoe'er. 
Gre. And ſo we will, provided that he win her. 
Gru. I would 1 were as ſure of a good dinner. 
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nun. 
To them Tranio bravely apparelled, and Biondello. 


Tra. Gentlemen, God ſave you. If I may be 
bold, tell me, I beſeech you, which is the readieſt 
way to the houſe of Signior Baptiſta Minola ? 
Zion. He that has the two fair daughters? is't 
he you mean ? | 
Tra. Even he, Biondello. 
Gre. Hark you, Sir, you mean not her, to 
Tra. Perhaps him and her; what have you to do? 
Pet. Not her that chides, Sir, at any hand, I pray. 
Tra. I love no chiders, Sir: Biondello, let's away. 
Luc. Well begun, Tranio. | 
Hor. Sir, a word, ere you go : 
Are you a ſuitor to the maid you talk of, yea or no? 
Tra. An' if J be, Sir, is it any offence ? 
Gre. No; if without more words you will' get 
you hence, * 
Tra. Why, Sir, I pray, are not the ſtreets as free 
For me, as for you? 
Gre. But ſo is not ſhe. 
Tra. For what reaſon, I beſeech you? 
Gre. For this reaſon, if you'll know, 
That ſhe's the choice love of Signior Gremio. 


Hor. That ſhe's the choſen of Signior Hortenſio. 


Tra. Softly, my maſters: if you be gentlemen, 
Do me this right ; hear me with patience. 
Baptiſta is a noble gentleman, 

To whom ry father is not all unknown ; 

And were his daughter fairer than ſhe is, ; 

She may more ſuitors have, and me for one. 

Fair Leda's daughter had a thouſand wooers ; 

Then well one more may fair Bianca have, 

And fo ſhe ſhall. Lucentio ſhall make one, 

Tho? Paris came, in hope to ſpeed alone. | 
Gre. What, this gentleman will out-talk us all! 
Luc. Sir, give him head; I know he'll prove a. 

jade. | 

Pet. Hormnk te what end are all theſe words? 

Hor, Sir, let me be ſo bold as to ak you, 
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Did you yet ever ſee Baptiſta's daughter? 

Tra. No, Sir; but hear I do that he hath two: 
The one as famous for a ſcolding tongue; 5 
As the other is for beauteous modeſty. 5 

Pet. Sir, Sir, the firſt's for me; let her go by. 

Gre. Yea, leave that labour to great Hercules; 


And let it be more than Alcides' twelve. 


Pet Sir, underſtand you this of me, inſooth: 
The youngeſt daughter, whom you hearken for, 
Her father keeps from all acceſs of ſuitors, 

And will not promiſe her to any man, 
Until the eldeſt ſiſter firſt be wed; 
The younger then 1s free, and not before. 

Tra. If it be fo, Sir, that you are the man 
Mult ſteed us all, and me amongſt the reſt ; 

And if you break the ice, and do this feat, 
Atchieve the elder, ſet the younger free 

For our acceis; whoſe hap ſhall be to have her, 
Will not fo graceleſs be, to be ingrate. 

Hor. Sir. you ſay well, and weil you do conceire 
And ſince you do profeſs to be a ſuitor, 

You muſt, as we & gratify this gentleman, 
To whom we all reſt generally beholden. 

Tra. Sir, I ſhall not be ſlack; in ſign whereof, 
Pleaſe ye we may convive this afternoon, 


And quaff carouſes to our miſtreſsꝰ healtn ; 


And do as adverſaries do in law, 
Strive mightily, but eat and drink as friends. | 
Gru. Bion. O excellent motion! fellows, let's be 
gone. | 
Hr. The motion's good indeed, and be it ſo, 
Peiruchio, I ſhall be your ber venuto. [ Exeunt. 
[The preſenters above fpeak here, 
I 9 My Lord, you nod; you do not mind the 
ay. | : | 
Sly. Tow: by St Ann, do I. A good matter, ſure- 
ly !—Comes there any more of it ® p 
Lady. My Lord, tis but begun. | 
Sly. *Tis a very excellent piece of work, Madam 
Lady. Would tuere done. | 
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ACT H. SCENE I. 
Baptiſta's Houſe in Padua. 


Enter Catharina and Bianca. 
Bianca. 


Ood ſiſter, wrong me not, nor wrong yourſelf, 
F To make a bond-maid and a ſlave of me; 
That I diſdain: but for theſe other gawds, 
Unbind my hands, I'll pull them off myſelf; 
Yea, all my raiment, to my petticoat, 


Or what you will command me, will I do; 


So well I know my duty to my elders. 
Cath. Of all thy ſuitors here, I charge thee, tell 
Whom thou lov'ſt beſt: fee, thou diſſemble not. 
Bian. Believe me, ſiſter, of all men alive 
I never yet beheld that ſpecial face, 
Which I could fancy more than any other. 

Cath. Minion, thou lieſt ; is't not Hortenſio? 
Bian. If you affect him, ſiſter, here I iwear, 
Tl plead for you myſelf, but you ſhall have him. 

Cath. Oh, then, belike, you fancy riches more; 
You will have Gremio, to keep you fair. | 
Bian. Is it for him you do fo envy ine? 
Nay, then you jeſt; and now, I well perceive, - 
You have but jeſted with me all this while; 
I] pr'ythee, ſiſter Kate, untie my hands. 


Cath. If that be jeſt, then all the reſt was ſo. 


| Enter Baptiſta, | 
Bap. Why, how now, dame, whence grows this 
inſolence? | 
Bianca, ſtand aſide; poor girl, ſhe weeps ; 


Go ply the needle, meddle not with her. 


For ſhame, thou hilding of a deviliſh ſpirit, 

Why doſt thou wrong her, that did ne'er wrong 
thee? | 

When did the croſs thee with a bitter word? 


[Strikes her. 
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Cath, Her ſilence flouts me; and I'll be revengꝰd. 
[ Flies after Bianca. 


N Bap. What, in my ſight 2— Bianca, get thee in. 


| | Exit Bianca. 
Cath. Will you not ſuffer me? nay, now I ſee 

She is your treaſure; ſhe muſt have a huſband ; 

I muſt dance bare-foot on her wedding day, 

And, for your love to her, lead apes in hell. 

Talk not to me, I will go fit and weep, 

Till I can find occaſion of revenge. [Exit Cath, 
Bap. Was ever gentleman thus griev'd as I? 

But who comes here ? b 


SCE N E TI. 


Enter Gremio, Lucentio in the habit of a mean man; 
Petruchio with Hortenſio, like a muſician ; Tranio 
and Biondello bearing a lute and books. 


Gre. Good morrow, neighbour Bapriſta. 
Bap. Good morrow, neighbour Gremio. God 
ſave you, gentlemen. 
Pet. And yon, good Sir. Pray, have you not a 
daughter calPd Catharina, fair and virtuous ? 
Bap. I have a daughter, Sir, calPd Catharina. 
Gre. You are too blunt; go to it orderly. 
Pet. You wrong me, Signior Gremio, give me 
| leave. 
J am a gentleman of Verona, Sir, 
That hearing of her beauty and her wit, 
Her affability and baſhful modeſty, 
Her wondrous qualities, and mild behaviour, 
Am bold to ſhew myſelf a forward gueſt 
Within vour houſe, to make mine eye the witneſs 
Of that report which I fo oft have heard, 
And, for an entrance to my entertainment, | 
[Preſenting Hortenſio. 
J do preſent you with a man of mine, 
Cunning in muſic and the mathematics, 
To inſtruct her fully in thoſe ſciences, 
Whereof, I know, ſhe is not ignorant: 
Accept of him, or elſe you do me wrong, 
His name is Licio, born in Mantua. | 


This li 


J may have welcome mong 
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Bap. 28 welcome, Sir, and he for your good 
ake. ä | 
But for my daughter Catharina, this J know, 
She is not for your turn; the more's my grief. 
Pet. I fee you do not mean to part with her; 
Or elſe you like not of my company. 
Bap. Miſtake me not, I ſpeak but what I find. 
Whence are you, Sir? what may I call your name? 
Pet. Petruchio is my namg, Antonio's ſon, 
A man well known throughout all Italy. | 
Bap. 1 e him well: you are welcome for his 
« Jake. 8 
Gre. Saving your tale, Petruchio, I pray, let us, 
that are poor petitioners, ſpeak too. Baccalaxe Þ | 
you are marvellous forward. | 
Pet. Oh, pardon me, Signior Gremio, I would 
fain be doing. | . 
Gre. I doubt it not, Sir; but you will curſe your 
 wooing. . ; 
Neighbour, this is a gift very grateful, I am ſure of 
it. To expreſs the like kindneſs myſelf, that have 
been more kindly beholden to you than any, free 
leave give to this young ſcholar, that hath been 
long ſtudying at Rheims, [Preſenting Lucentio. ] as 
cunning in Greek, Latin, and other languages, as 
the other in muſic and mathematics; his name is 
Cambio ; pray, accept his ſervice. TE, 
Bap. A thouſand thanks, Signior Gremio: wel- 
come, good Cambio. But, gentle Sir, methinks 
you walk like a ſtranger ; [To Tranio.] may I be 
ſo bold to know the cauſe of your coming? 
7'ra. Pardon me, Sir, the boldneſs is mine own, 
That, being a ſtranger in this city here, 
Do make myſelf a ſuitor to your daughter, 
Unto Bianca, fair and virtuous. 
Nor is your firm reſolve unknown to me, 
In the e en, of the eldeſt ſiſter. 
erty 18 all that I requeſt; 
That, upon knowledge of my parentage, 
{t ae that woo, 


i. e. Thou arrogant, pre ſumptuous man. Italian. 
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And free acceſs and favour as the reſt. 

And, toward the education of your daughters, 

I here beſtow a ſimple inſtrument, 

And this ſmall packet of Greek and Latin books : 


If you accept them, then their worth is great. 


TH [They greet privately, 
Bap. Lucentio is your name ? of whence I pray ? 
Tra. Of Piſa, Sir, fon to Vincentio. 

Bap. A mighty man of Piſa ; by report 
J know him well; you are very welcome, Sir. 
Take you the lute, and you the ſet of books, 
| [7s Hortenſio and Lucentio. 
You ſhall go ſee your pupils preſently, 
Holla, within ! 


Enter a Servant. 


Sirrah, lead theſe gentlemen 
To my two daughters; and then tell them both, 
Theſe are their tutors, bid them uſe them well. 
[Exit Servant wit Hortenſio aud Lucentio 

We will go walk a little in the orchard,  ' 
And then to dinner. You are paſſing welcome, 
And ſo I pray you all to think yourſelves. 

Pet. Signior Baptiſta, my buſineſs aſketh haſte, 


And every day I cannot come to wooe, 
You knew my father well, and in him me, 


Left ſolely heir to all his lands and goods, 
Which I have better'd, rather than decreas'd; 
Then tell me, if I get your daughter's love, 
What dowry ſhall I have with her to wife? 

Bap. After my death the one half of my lands; 
And in poſſeſſion twenty thouſand crowns. 

Pet. And for that dowry I'll aſſure her of 
Her widowhood, be it that ſhe ſurvive me, 
In all my lands and leaſes whatſoever : 
Let ſpecialties be therefore drawn between us, 
That covenants may be kept on either hand. 

Bap. Ay, when the ſpecial thing is well obtain'd, 
That is, her love; for that is all in all. t 

Pet. Why, that is nothing ; for I tell you, father, 
I am as peremptory as ſhe proud-minded. 
And where two raging fires meet together, 
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They do conſume the thing that feeds their fury: 
Tho? little fire grows great with little wind, 
Yet extreme guſts will blow out fire and all : 
So I to her, and ſo ſhe yields to me, : 
For I am rough, and wooe not like a babe. 
Bap. os qi thou wooe, and happy be thy 
eed ! 

But be _ arm'd for ſome unhappy words. 

Pet. Ay, to the proof, as mountains are for winds, 
That ſhake not, tho' they blow perpetually. 


S CE NE HI. 
Enter Hortenſio with his head broke, 


Bap. How now, my friend, why doſt thou look 


ſo pale? 
Hor. For fear, I promiſe you, if I look pale. 
Bap. What, will my daughter prove a good 
muſician ? EY ; 
Hor. I think ſhe'll ſooner prove a ſoldier ; 
Iron may hold with her, but never lutes. 
Bap. Why, then thou canſt not break her to the 


lute ? ; 
Hor. Why, no; for ſhe hath broke the lute to 
T did but tell her ſhe miſtook her frets, © ſme. 


And bow'd her hand to teach her fingering, 
When with a moſt impatient deviliſh ſpirit, 

Frets call you them? quoth ſhe : I'll fume with them. 
And with that word ſhe ſtruck me on the head, 
And through the inſtrument my pate made way, 
And there I ſtood amazed for a while, 

As on a pillory, looking through the-lute : 

While ſhe did call me raſcal, fidler, 

And twangling Jack, with twenty ſuch vile terms, 
As ſhe had ſtudied to miſuſe me 8 | 
Pet. Now, by the world, it is a luſty wench ; 

I love her ten times more than e'er I did; 

Oh, how I long to have ſome chat with her! 
Bap. Well, go with me, and be not ſo diſcomfited. 

Proceed in practice with my younger daughter, 

She's apt to learn, and thankful-for good turns, 

Signior Petruchio, will you go with us, 
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Or ſhall I ſend my daughter Kate to you ? 
Pet. JI pray you do. I will attend her here, 

Exit Bap. with Grem. Horten. and Tra. 

And wooe her with ſome ſpirit when the comes. 

Say that ſhe rail; why, then I'Il tell her plain, 

She ſings as ſweetly as a nightingale: 

Say that ſhe frowns; I'Il ſay ſhe looks as clear 

As morning roles newly waſh'd with dew : 

Say ſhe be mute, and will not ſpeak a word ; 

Then I'll commend her volubility, 

And ſay ſhe uttereth piercing eloquence. 

If ſhe do bid me pack, I'Il give her thanks, 

As tho' ſhe bid me ſtay by her a week: 

If the deny to wed, I'll crave the day 

When I ſhall aſk the banns, and when be married. 

But here ſhe comes; and now, Petruchio, ſpeak. 


& CB N EFF 


Enter Catharina. 


Good morrow, Kate ; for that's your name, I hear, 
Cath. Well have you heard, but ſomething hard 
| of hearing. oy 


They call me Catharine, that do talk of me. 


Pet. ”_ lie, in faith, for you are calPd plain 
| ate. | 

And bonny Kate, and ſometimes Kate the curſt: 
But Kate, the prettieſt Kate in Chriſtendom, 
Kate of Kate-hall, my ſuper-dainty Kate, 
(For dainties are all Cates) and therefore Kate, 
Take this of me, Kate of my conſolation ! _ 
Hearing thy mildnels prais'd in every town, 


Thy virtues ſpoke of, and thy beauty founded, 


Yet not ſo deeply as to thee belongs, 
Myſelf am mov'd to wooe thee for my wife. 
Cath. Mov'd ?——in good time——let him that 
mov'd you hither 
Remove you hence; I knew you at the firſt 
You were a moveable. | 
Pet. Why, what's a moveable? 
Cath, A join'd ſtool. 
Pet. Thou haſt hit it; come, fit on me. 
R 2 
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Cath. Aſſes are made to bear, and ſo are you. 
Pet. Women are made to bear, and ſo are you. 
Cath. No ſuch jade, Sir, as you; if me you mean. 
Pet. Alas, good Kate, I will not burden thee ; 
For knowing thee- to be but young and light—— 
Cath. Too light for ſuch a ſwain as you to catch; 
And yet as heavy as my weight ſhould _ | 
Pet. Should bee ; ſhould buz. 
Cath. Well ta'en, and like a e 
Pet. Oh, ſlow-wing'd turtle, ſhall a buzzard 
take thee? 
Cath. Ay, for a turtle, as he takes a burzan. 
Pet. Come, come, you waſp, i' faith you are too 


J. 

Cath. If fibe waſpiſh, beſt beware my ſting. 

Pez. My remedy is then to pluck it out. 

Cath. Ah, if the fool could find it where it lyes.. 

Per. Who knows not where a waſp doth wear 
In his tail his ſting? 

Cath. In his tongue. 

Pet. Whoſe tongue ? 

Cath, rem if you talk of tails; and ſo- fare- 

we 


Pet, What with my tongue in your tail! 2 nay, | 


eome again, 
Good Kate, I am a gentleman. 
Cath. That I'll try. [She ftrikes him. 
Pet. I ſwear Pl cuff you, if you ftrike — 
Cath. So may you loſe your arms. 
If you ſtrike me, you are no gentleman 
And if no gentleman, why then, no arms. 
Pet. A herald, Kate? oh, put me in thy books. 
Caz#h. What 1 18 your creſt, a coxcomb ? 
'Y Pet. A comblels cock, fo Kate will be my hen. 
I! - | _ Cath, No cock of mine, you crow too like a eraven. 


Pet. Nav, come, Kate; come, you muſt not look 


fo {our. 

Carh. It is my faſhion when I ſee a crab. 

Pet. Why here's no crab, and therefore look not 
ſo ſour. 

Cath, There 1s, there 15. 

Pet. Then ew it me. 
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Cath. Had I a glaſs, I would. 

Pet. What, you mean my face? 

Cath. Well aim'd of ſuch a young one. 
Pet. Now by St George, I am too young for you. 
Cath. Yet you are wither'd. | 
Pet. Tis with cares. 

Cath. I care not. 

Pet. Nay, hear you, Kate; in ſooth, you *ſcape 

not ſo. | | 5 

Cath. I chafe you if I tarry ; let me go. | 
Pet. No, not a whit; I find you paſſing gentle: 


Twas told me you were rough, and coy, and 


{ullen, 

And now I find Report a very lar; 
For thou art pleaſant, gameſome, paſſing courteous, 
But ſlow in ſpeech, yet ſweet as {pring-time flowers. 
Thou canſt not frown, thou canſt not look aſcance, 
Nor bite the lip, as angry wenches will; | 
Nor haſt thou pleaſure to be croſs in talk: 
But thou with mildnels entertain'ſt thy wooers 
With gentle conf rence, ſoft and affable. ” 
Why doth the world report that Kate doth limp ? 
Oh ſland'rous world! Kate, like the hazel-twig, 
Is ſtrait and ſlender ; and as brown in hue 
As hazel-huts, and ſweeter than the kernels. 
O, let me fee thee walk; thou doſt not halt. 

Cath. Go, fool, and whom thou keep'it command. 

Pet. Did ever Dian ſo become a grove, 
As Kate this chamber with her princely gait ? 
O, be thou Dian, and let her be Kate; 


And then let Kate be chaſte, and Dian ſportful!— 


Cath. Where did you ſtudy all this goodly ipeech ? 
Pet, It is extempore, from my mother-wit, 
Cath. A witty mother, witleſs elle her ſon. 
; Pars an norwile?.  ' - 
Cath. Yes; keep you warm. | 
Pet. wy ſo I mean, ſweet Catharine, in thy 
ed: | : 
And therefore ſetting all this chat aſide, 
Thus in plain terms: your father hath conſented 
That you ihall be my wife; your dowry greed on; 
And, will you, nill ha I will marcy ou. 
| 3 | 
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Now, Kate, I am a huſhand for your turn; 
For by this hight, whereby JI ſee thy beauty, 
(Thy beauty, that doth make me like thee well ;) 
Thou mult be married to no man but me. 
For I am he am born to- tame you, Kate; 
And bring you from a wild eat to a Kate, 
Conformable as other houſhold Kates. 
Here comes your father; never make denial ;- 

I ruſt and will have Catharine to my wife. 


N. x 
Enter Baptiſta, Gremio, and Tranio. 


Bap. Now, Signior Petruchio, how ſpeed you: 
With my daughter? 
Pet. How but well, Sir? how but well: 2 
It were impoſſible I ſhould ſpeed amiſs. 
Bap. Why, how now, daughter Catharine, i in 
your dumps: 
Cath. Call you me daughter! ? now, I promiſe you,. 
| Yowve ſhew'd a tender fatherly regard, | D 
| To wiſh me wed to one half lunatic ; 
| A madcap ruffian, and a ſwearing Jack, 
That thinks with oaths to face the matter out. 
Per. Father, 'tis thus; yourſelf and all the world, A 
That talx'd of her, have talk'd amiſs of her : 
If ſhe be curſt, it is for policy; | 
For ſhe's not froward, but modeſt as the dove: 
She is not hot, but temperate as the morn ; 
For patience, ſhe will prove a ſecond Griſſel, 
And Roman Luerece for her chaſtity. 
And, to conclude, we've greed ſo well together, 
That upon Sunday is the wedding-day. 
Cath, Pll ſee thee hang'd on Sunday, firſt. 
Gre. Hark, Petruchio ! ſhe ſays ſhe'll fee thee 
hang'd firſt. 
Tra. Is this your ſpeeding? nay, then, good night, 
our part! S. 
Pet. Be patient, Sirs, T chuſe her for myſelf; 
If ſhe and I be pleas'd, what's that to ou? 
'Tis bargain'd *twixt us twain, being alone, . 


That {he ſhall ſtill be * in company. 1 T] 
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I tell you, 'tis incredible to believe | 
How much ſhe loves me; oh, the kindeſt Kate 
She hung about my neck, and kiſs on kiſs 
She vy'd fo fait, proteſting oath on oath, 
That in a twink ſhe won me to: her love, 
Oh, you are novices ; 'tis a world to fee 
How tame, (when men and women are alone) 
A meacock wretch can make the curſteſt ſhrew; 
Give me thy hand, Kate, I will unto Venice; 
To buy apparel *gainſt the' wedding-day. 
Father, provide the feaſt, and bid the gueſts ; 
I will be ſure my Catharine: ſhall be fine. 
Bap. I know not what to ſay, but give your hands; 
God:{end you joy, Petruchio ! 'tis a match. | 
Gre. Tra. Amen, ſay we; we will be witneſſes; 
Pet. Father, and wife, and gentlemen, adieu; 
I will to Venice, Sunday comes apace, 
We will have rings and things, and fine array ; 
And kiſs me, Kate, we will be married o' Sunday: 


[Ex. Petruchio and Catharine ſeverally; 
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Gre. Was ever match clapt up ſo ſuddenly ? 

Bap. Faith, gentlemen, I play a merchant's part, 
And venture madly on a deſperate mart. 
Fra. Twas a commodity lay fretting by you; 

*'Tw1ill bring you gain, or periſh on-the ſeas. 

Bap. The gain I ſeek is quiet in the match. 
Gre. No doubt but he hath got a quiet catch. 
But now, Baptiſta, to your younger daughter; 
Now is the day we long have looked for: 

I am your neighbour; and was ſuitor firft. 

Tra. And I am one that love Bianca more 
Than words can witneſs, or your thoughts can gueſs. 

Gre. Youngling! thou canſt not love ſo dear as I. 

Pra, Grey-beard! thy love doth freeze. 

Gre. But thine doth fry. 

Skipper, ſtand back; *tis age that nouriſheth. 


Tra. But youth, in ladies' eyes, that flouriſheth. 
Bap. Content you, gentlemen, I will compound 


this itrife : | | 
*Tis deeds muſt win the prize; and he, of both, 
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That can aſſure my daughter greateſt dower 
Shall have Bianca's love. | 
Say, Signior Gremio, what can you aſſure her? 


Gre. Firſt, as you know, my houle within the city- 


Is richly furniſhed-with plate and gold, 

Baſons and ewers to lave her dainty hands : 

My hangings all of. Tyrian tapeſtry; 

In ivory coffers I have ſtuft my crowns ; 

In cypreſs cheſts my arras, counterpoints, . 
Coſtly apparel, . tents and-canopies, - | 

Fine linen, Turkey cuſhions boſs'd with pearl; 
Valance of Venice gold in -needle-work; 
Pewter and braſs, and all things that belong 
To houſe or houſe-keeping: then, at my farm, 
I have a hundred milch-kine to the pail, 
Sixſcore fat oxen ſtanding in my alls —_ 

And all things anſwerable to this portion. 
Myſelf am ſtruck in years, I muſt confeſs, 

And if I die to-morrow, this is hers ; 

If, whilſt I live, ſhe will be only mine. 


Tra. That only came well in Sir, liſt to me: 


L am my father's heir, and only ſon ; 

If I may have. your daughter to my wife, . 
Pl leave her houſes three or four as good, 
Within rich Piſa walls, as any one | 
Old Signior Gremio has in Padua; 
Beſides two thouſand ducats by the year 


Of fruitful land; all which Thall be her jointure. 
What, have I pinch'd you, Signior Gremio ? 


Gre. Two thouſand ducats by the year of land! | 


My land amounts but to fo much in all: 
That ſhe ſhall have, beſides an Argoſie 
That now 1s lying in Marleilles's road 
What, have 1 choakt you with an Argoſie ? 

Tra. Gremio, 'tis known my father hath no leſs 
Than three great Argoſies, -beſides two galliaſles, 
And twelve tight gallies; theſe I will aſſure her, 
And twice as much, whate'er thou offer'ſt next. 

Gre. Nay, I have offer'd all; i have no more; 
And ſhe can have no more than all I have: 
If you like me, ſhe ſhall have me and mine. 
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Tra. Why, then the maid is mine from all the 
world, | | 
By your firm promiſe ; Gremio is out-vied. 
Bap. T muſt confeſs your offer is the beſt; 
And let your father make her the aſſurance, 
She is your own, elſe you muſt pardon me: 


If you fhall die before him, where's her dower ? 


Tra. That's but a cavil; he is old, I young. 
Gre. And may not young men die as well as old? 


Bap. Well, gentlemen, then I am thus reſolv'd: 


On Sunday next, you know, 


My daughter Catharine is to be married 220» 


Now on the Sunday following ſhall Bianca 

Be bride to you, if you make this aſſurance ; 

If not, to Signior Gremio: 

And ſo I take my leave, and thank you both. [LZxit. 
Gre. Adieu, good neighbour. 

not 2 : 

Sirrah,. young gameſter, your father were a fool 

To give thee all; and in his waining age | 

Set foot under thy table: tut! a toy 

An old Italian fox is not ſo kind, my boy. [ Exit. 


Tra. A vengeance on your crafty wither'd hide“ 


Yet I have fac'd it with a card of ten : 


 *Tis in my head to do my maſter good. 
I ſee no reaſon, but ſuppos'd Lucentio 


May get a father, calPd, ſuppos'd Vincentio;; 

And that's a wonder : fathers commonly 

Do get their children ; but, in this caſe of wooing,. 

A child ſhall get a fire, if I fail not of my eunning. 
| g n. 

[The Preſenters, above, ſpeak her? 

Sly. Sim, when will the fool come again « 

Sim. Anon, my Lord. h 

Sly. Give's ſome more drink here 


where's the 


tapſter 2 here, Sim, eat ſome of theſe things. 


Sim. So [ do, my. Lord. 
Sly. Here, Sim, I drink to tices. 
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ACT.-W..-.$CENE. 1 
Baptilta's Houſe. 


Enter Lucentio, Hortenſio,. and Bianca. 
| | | Lucentio. 
* forbear; you grow too forward, Sir: 

- Have you ſo ſoon forgot the entertainment 
Her ſiſter Catharine welcom'd you withal? 

Hor. Wrangling pedant, this is 
The patroneſs of heavenly harmony: 

Then give me leave to have prerogative; 
And when in muſic we have ſpent an hour, 
Your lecture ſhall have leiſure for as much. 

Luc. Prepoſterous ais! that never read ſo far 
To know the caute why muſic was ordain'd - 
Was it not to refreſh; the mind of man 
After his ſtudies,. or his uſual pain? 

Then give me leave to read philofophy; 
And, while I pauſe, ſerve in your harmony. 
Hor. Sirrah, I will not bear theſe braves of thine. 


Bian. Why, gentlemen, you do me double wrong, 


To {trive for that which reſteth in my choice: 
I am no breeching ſcholar in the ſchools ; 
Pl] not be tied to hours, nor *pointed times, 
But learn my leſſons as I pleaſe myſelf; 
And to cut off all ſtrife, here fit we down,. 
Take you your inſtrument, play. you the while; 
His lecture will be done, ere you have tun'd. 
Hor. You'll leave his lecture, when I am in tune! 


[Hortenſfio retires. 


Luc. That will be never ; tune your inſtrument, 
- Bian, Where left we laſt ? | 
Luc. Here, Madam: Hac ibat Simois, hic eſt Si- 
geia tellu, | 
Hic ſteterat Priami regia celſa ſenis. 
Eian. Conſtrue them. 
Luc. Hac ibat, as I told you before, Simois, I 
am Lucentio, kic eſt, ſon unto Lucentio of Piſa, 
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Sigeia tellus, diſguiſed thus to get your love, hic 
ſteterat, and that Lucentio that comes a wooing, 
Priami, 1s my man Tranio, regia, bearing my port, 
1 9880 that we might beguile the old Panta- 
oon T. | 
Hor. Madam, my inſtrument's in tune. Returning. 
Bian. Let's hear. O fy, the treble jars. 
Luc. Spit in the hole, man, and tune again. 
Bian. Now let me ſee if I can conſtrue it: Hac 
ibat Simois, I know you not, hic eſt Sigeia tellus, 
T truſt you not, kic ſteterat Priami, take heed he 
hear us not, regia, preſume. not, cel/a ſenis, de- 
ſpair not. 7 5 | 
Hor. Madam, 'tis now in tune. 
Luc. All but the baſe. 
For. The baſe is right, 'tis the baſe knave that jars. 
How fiery and how froward is our pedant ! 
Now, for my life, that knave doth court my love 
Pedaſcule, Dll watch you better yet. 
Bian. In time I may believe, yet I miſtruſt. 
Luc. Miſtruſt it not, —for, ſure, Racides 
Was Ajax, calPd ſo from his grandfather. | 
Bilan. I muſt believe my maſter; elſe, I promiſe you, 
J ſhould be arguing ſtill upon that doubt; 
But let it reſt. Now, Licio, to you: 
Good maſters, take it not unkindly, pray, 
That I have been thus pleaſant with you both. | 
Hor. You may go walk, and give me leave a while; 
My leſſons make no muſic in three parts. 
Luc. Are you ſo formal, Sir? Well, I muſt wait, 
And watch withal ; for, but I be deceived, | 
Our fine muſician groweth ambrous. [ Aſide. 
Hor. Madam, before you touch the inſtrument, 
To learn the order of my fingering, | 
IT muſt begin with rudiments of art; 
To teach you Gamut in a briefer ſort, 
More pleaſant, pithy, and effectual, 
Than hath been taught by any of my trade; 
And there it is in writing fairly drawn. | 
Bian. Why, I am paſt my Gamut long ago. 


+ Panteloon, the old cully in Italian farcess 


Ui 


e The Ti&iM ING A. 
Hor. Yet read the Gamut of Hortenſio. 
 Bian. reading.] Gamut I am, the ground of all 
accord, — 
Are, to plead Hortenſio's paſſion ; 
B mi, Bianca, take him for thy lord, 
C faut, that loves with all affection; 
D ſel re, one cliff, but two notes have I. 
E la mi, ſhow pity, or I die. 5 
Call you this Gamut? tut, I like it not; 
Old faſhions pleaſe me beſt ; I'm not ſo nice 
To change true rules for odd inventions. 


Enter a Servant. 


SO, . e your father prays you leave your 
ooks | 

And help to dreſs your ſiſter's chamber up. 

You know to-morrow is the wedding-day. 


Bian. Farewell, ſweet maſters both: I muſt be 


gone. | | [Exit, 
Luc. Faith, Miſtreſs, then I have no cauſe to ſtay. 
[ Exit, 


Hor. But IJ have cauſe to pry into this pedant. 
Methinks he looks as tho! he was in love: 
Yet if thy thoughts, Bianca, be ſo humble, 
To caſt thy wand'ring eyes on every ſtale ; 
Seize thee, who liſt; if once I find thee ranging, 
Hortenſio will be quit with thee by changing. | Exir. 


SCENE II. 


Enter Baptiſta, Gremio, Tranio, Catharina, 
Lucentio, Bianca, aud attendants. 


Bap. Signior Lucentio, this is the pointed day 

That Cath'rine and Petruchio ſhould be married; 

And yet we hear not of our ſon-in-law. 

What will be ſaid ? what mockery will it be, 

To want the bridegroom, when the prieſt attends 

To {peak the ceremonial rites of marriage? 

What ſays Lucentio to this ſhame of ours? _ 
Cath. No ſhame but mine; I muſt, forſooth, be 

forc'd ; / 
To give my band oppos'd againſt my heart, 
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Unto a mad-brain Rudeſby, full of ſpleen, | 
Who woo'd in haſte, and means to wed at leiſure, 
I told you, I, he was a frantic fool, _ 
Hiding his bitter jeſts in blunt behaviour; 

And, to be noted for a merry man, 

He'll woo a thouſand, point the day of marriage, 
Make friends, invite, yes, and proclaim the banns; 
Yet never means to wed where he hath woo'd. 
Now muſt the world point at poor Catharine, 
And fay, lo! there is mad Petruchio's wife, 

If it would pleaſe him come and marry her. 

Tra. Patience, good Catharine, and Baptiſta too: 
Upon my life, Petruchio means but well, 
Whatever fortune ſtays him from his word. 

Tho? he be blunt, I know him paſling wile ; 
'Tho? he be merry, yet withal he's honeſt, 
Cath. Would Catharine had never ſeen him tho? ! 
| [ Exit weeping. 
Bap. Go, girl; I cannot blame thee now to weep; 
For ſuch an injury would vex a faint, 
Much more a ſhrew of thy impatient humour. 


C 
Enter Biondello. 


Bion. Maſter, maſter; old news, and ſuch news 
as you never heard of. 

Bap. Is it new and old too? how may that be? 

Bion. Why, is it not news to hear of Petruchio!s 
coming? | | 

Bap. Is he come ? 

Bion. Why, no, Sir. 

Bap. What then? |, 

Bion He is coming. 

Bap. When will he be here? 

Bion. When he ſtands where J am, and ſees you 

| there. | | 

-Tra. But, ſay, what thine old news? 

Bion. Why, Petruchio is coming in a new hat, 
and an old jerkin, a pair of old breeches thrice 
turnꝰd; a pair of boots that have been candle-caſes, 
one buckled, another lac'd : an old ruſty ſvord tab en 
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out of the town-armory, with a broken hilt, and 
chapeleis, with two broken points *; his horſe hipp'd 
with an old mothy ſeddle, the ſtirrups of no kind- 
red; beſides, poſſeſt with the glanders, and like to 
moſe in the chine, troubled with the lampaſſe, in- 


fected with the faſhions , full of windgalls, ſped 


with ſpavins, raied with the yellows, paſt cure of 
the fives, ſtark ſpoiled with the ſtaggers, begnawn 
with the bots, waid in the back, and {houlder-ſhot- 
ten, near legg'd before, and with a half. check'd 
bit, and a headſtall of ſheep's leather, which being 
reſtrain'd, to keep him from ſtumbling, hath been 
often burſt, and now repair'd with knots ; one girr 
ſix times piec'd, and a woman's crupper of velure, 
which hath two letters for her name, fairly ſet 
down in ſtuds, and here and there piec'd with 
packthread. | Il 
Bap. Who comes with him? 
Bion. Oh, Sir, his lackey, for all the world ca- 
pariſon'd like the horſe, with a linen ſtock on one 
Sand a kerſey boot-hoſe on the other, garter'd 
with a red and blue liſt, an old hat, and the hu- 
mour of forty fancies prick'd up in't for a feather : 
a monſter, a very monſter in apparel, and not like 
.a Chriſtian footboy, or a gentleman's lackey. 


Tra. *Tis ſome odd humour pricks him to this 


faſhion ; ; 
Yet ſometimes he goes but mean apparell'd. 
Bap. I am glad he is come, howſoever he comes, 
Bion. Why, Sir, he comes not. : 
Bap. Didſt thou not ſay he comes? 
Bion. Who? that Petruchio came not. 
Bap. Ay, that Petruchio came. 


Bion. No, Sir; I fay his horſe comes with him 


on his back. 


* How a ſword ſhould have two broken points T cannot 


tell. There is, I think, a tranſpoſition cauſed by the 


ſeeming relation of point to ſword. I read, à pair of boots, 
one buckled, another laced with two broken points; an old 


ruſty ſuord ii hi a broken hilt, and chapelg m,. Johnion. 


i. e. The farcy. 
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Bap. Why, that's all one. 
Bion. Nay, by St Janny, I hold you a penny 
A horſe and a man is more than one, and yet not 
many.. | 


| S CE N B Fs 
Enter Petruchio and Grumio fantaſtically habited. 


Pet. Come, where be theſe gallants? who is at 
home ? 7 
Bap. You're welcome, Sir. 
Pet. And yet I come not well. 
Bap. And yet you halt not. 
Tra. Not ſo well 'parell'd as I with you were. 
Pet. Were it better, I ſhould ruſh in thus. 
But where is Kate? where is my lovely bride? 
How does my Father? Gentles, methinks you 
frown : 55 
And where fore gaze this goodly company, 
As if they ſaw ſome wondrous monument, 
Some comet, or unuſual prodigy ? N 
Bap. by hy, Sir, you know this is your wedding- 
day: 
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Firſt were we ſad, fearing you would not come; 


Now ſadder, that you come ſo unprovided. 
Fy, doff this habit, ſhame to your eſtate, 
An eye-ſore to our ſolemn feſtival. 

Tra. And tell us what occcaſion of import 
Hath all ſo long detain'd you from your wife, 
And ſent you hither ſo unlike yourſelf ? 

Pet. Tedious it were to tell, and harſh to hear: 
Sutficeth I am come to keep my word, | 
Tho? in ſome part enforced to digreſs, 

Which at more leiſure I will fo excuſe, 

As you ſhall well be ſatisfied withal. 

But where is Kate? I ſtay too long from her; 
The morning wears ; *tis time we were at church. 

Tra. See not your bride in theſe unreverent robes; 
Go to my chamber, put on cloaths of mine. 

Pet. Not I; believe me, thus Pl] viſit her. 

Bap. But thus, I truſt, you will not marry her, 
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Pet. Good ſooth, even thus; therefore ha? done 
| with words; 

To me ſhe's married, not unto my cloaths. 

Could I repair what ſhe will wear in me, 

As I could change thefe poor accoutrements, 

*T were well for Kate, and better for myſelf. 

But what a fool am I to chat with you, 

When I ſhould bid good-morrow to my bride, 


And feal the title with a lovely kiſs! Exit. 


Tra. He hath ſome meaning in his mad attire : 
We will perſuade him, be it poſhble, 
To put on better ere he go to church. 

Bap. I'll after him, and ſee tl event of this. 
| [ Exit. 
S © LN FH. Vc. 


Tra. But, Sir, our love concerneth us to add 
Her fatlier's hking ; which to bring to paſs, 
As I before imparted to your worſhip, *. 
I am to get a man, (whate'er he be, 
It ſkills not much; we'll fit him to our turn; 
And he ſhall be Vincentio of Pita, | | 
And make aſſurance here in Padua 
Of greater ſums than I have promiſed : 
So ſhall you quietly enjoy your hope, | 
And marry ſweet Bianca with conſent. 
Luc. Were it not that my fellow ſchoolmaſter 
Doth watch Bianca's ſteps ſo narrowly, 
*T were good, methinks, to ſteal our marriage; 
Which once perform'd, let all the world ſay no, 
ITI keep my own, deſpight of all the world. 
Tra. That by degrees we mean to look into, 
And watch our vantage in this buſineſs : 
Well over-reach the grey-beard Gremio, 
The narrow-prying father Minola, 
The quaint muſician, amorous Licio, 
All for my maſter's ſake, Lucentio. 


S8 N VI. 
Euter Gremio. 


Now, Signior Gremio, came you from the church? 
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Gre, As willingly as e'er I came from ſchool. 
Tra. And is the bride and bridegroom coming 
. | 

Gre. A bridegroom, ſay you? 'tis a groom indeed, 

A grumbling groom, and that the girl ſhall find, 

Tra. Curſter than ſhe? why, tis impoſſible. 
Gre. Why, he's a devil, a devil, a very fiend. 
Tra. Why, ſhe's a devil, a devil, the devib's dam. 
Gre. Tut, ſhe's a lamb, a dove, a fool to him: 

I'II tell you, Sir Lucentio ; when the prieſt 
Should aſk, if Catharine ſhould be his wife? 

Ay, by gogs-woons, quoth he; and {wore ſo loud, 

That, all amaz'd, the prieſt let fall the book; 

And as he ſtoop'd again to take it up, 

This mad-brain'd bridegroom took hin ſuch a cuff, 

That down fell prieſt and book, and book and 

Now take them up, quoth he, if any liſt. [prieſt. 

Tra. What faid the wench, when he roſe up again? 
Gre. Trembled and ſhook; for why, he ſtamp'd 

As if the Vicar meant to cozen him. [and ſwore, 

But after many ceremonies done, | | 

He calls for wine: a health, quoth he: as if 
Had been aboard carowſing to his mates 

After a ſtorm; quaff'd off the muſcadel, 

And threw the ſops all in the ſexton's face; 

Having no other cauſe, but that his beard 

Grew thin and hungerly, and ſeem'd to aſk - 

His ſops as he was drinking. This done, he took 

The bride about ihe neck, and kiſs'd her lips 

With ſuch a clamorous ſmack, that at the parting - 

All the chruch echo'd; and, ſeeing this, 

Came thence for very ſhame; and after me, 

I know, the rout is coming. Such a mad marriage - 

Ne'er was before. Hark, hark, I hear the min- 

ſtrels. | [Muſic plays. 


8. M N VI 
Enter Petruchio, Catharina, Bianca, Hortenſio, 
and Baptiſta. | i 


Pet. Gentlemen and friends, I thank you for your - 
Pains 3 ; | 
8 3 
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I know you think to dine with me to-day, 

And have prepar'd great ſtore of wedding chear ; 5 
But ſo it is my haſte doth call me hence, 

And therefore here I mean to take my leave. 

Bap. Ist poſſible you will away to-night ? 

Pet. T muſt away to-day, before night come, 
Make it no wonder ; if you knew my buſineſs, 
You would intreat me rather go than ſtay. 

And, honeſt company, I thank you all, 

That have beheld me give away myſelf 

To this moſt patient, ſweet and virtuous wife. 
Dine with my father, drink a health to me, 
For I muſt hence, and farewell to you all. 

Tra. Let us intreat you ſtay till after dinner, 

Pet. It may not be. 

Gre. Let me intreat you, 5 

Pet. It cannot be. | 

Eath. Let me intreat you. 

Pet. I am content | 

Cath. Are you content to ſtay ? 

Pet. Iam content you ſhall intreat me ſtay; 
But yet not ſtay, intreat me how you can. 

Cath. Now, if you love me, ſtay. 

Pet. Grumio, my horſes. 

Gru. Ay, Sir, they be ready; the oats haye eaten 
the horſes. 

Cath. Nay, then, | 
Do what thou canſt, I wit not go to-day ; : 

No, nor to-morrow, nor *till I pleaſe mylelf. 

The door is open; Sir, there lyes your way, 

You may be jogging, while your boots are Pos 
For me, I'll not go till I pleaſe myſelf: | 
'Tis like you'll prove a jolly ſurly groom, 

That take it on you at the firſt ſo roundly. 

Pet. O, Kate, content thee, pr'ythee, be not 

angry. | 

Cath, I will be angry; what haſt thou to do? 
Father, be quiet; he ſhall ſtay my leiſure, 

Gre. Ay, marry, Sir; now it begins to work. 

Cath, Gentlemen, forward to the bridal dinner. 
J ſee a woman may be made a fool, 


If ſhe had not a 13 to reſiſt. 
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Pet. They ſhall go forward, Kate, at thy com- 
| mand. | | a 

Obey the bride, you that attend on her: 

Go to the feaſt, revel and domineer ; 

Carouſe full meaſare to her maiden-head ; 

Be mad and merry, or go hang your ſelves; 


But for my bonny Kate, ſhe muſt with me. 


Nay. look not big, nor ſtamp, nor ſtare, nor fret, 
J will be maſter of what is mine own: | 

She is my goods, my chattels, ſhe is my houſe, 
My houſhold-ſtuif, my field, my barn, | 


My horſe, my ox, my aſs, my any thing; 


And here ſhe ſtands, touch her who ever dare. 

I'll bring my action on the proudeſt he, 

That ſtops my way in Padua: Grumio, 

Draw forth thy weapon ; we're beſet with thieves ; 
Reſcue thy miſtreſs, if thou be a man. 


Fear not, ſweet wench, they ſhall not touch thee, 


Kate ; | 
PII buckler thee againſt a million. | 
[ Exeunt Pet. and Cath. 
Bap. Nay, let them go, a couple of quiet ones. 
Gre, Went they not quickly, I ſhould die with 
laughing. | 
Tra, Of all mad matches, never was the like. 
Luc. Miſtreſs, what's your opinion of your ſiſter? 
Bian. That, being mad herſelf, ſhe's madly mates. 
Gre. T warrant him, Petruchio is Kated. 
Bap. Neighbours and friends, though bride and 
bridegroom want 

For to ſupply the places at the table, 

You know there wants no junkets at the feaſt : 

Lucentio, you ſupply the bridegroom's place; 

And let Bianca take her ſiſter's room. | 
Tra. Shall ſweet Bianca practiſe how to bride it? 
Bap. She ſhall, Lucentio : gentlemen, let's go. 

5 [Excund 
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VVVVVVVVÿ2f L 
Petruchio's Country- Houſe. 
Enter Grumio. 


Grumio. 
* 


Y, fy on all tired jades, and all mad maſters, 
and all foul ways! Was ever man ſo beaten? 

was ever man fo ray'd *? was ever man ſo weary ? 
I am ſent before to make a fire; and they are 
coming after to warm them : now were not I a 
little pot, and ſoon hot, my very lips might freeze 
to my teeth, my tongue to the roof of my mouth, 
my heart in my belly, ere I ſhould come by a fire 


to thaw me: but I with blowing the fire ſhall 


warm myſelf; for conſidering the weather, a taller 
man than I will take cold : holla, hoa, Curtis ? 


Enter Curtis. 
Curt. Who is it that calls ſo coldly ? 


Gru. A piece of ice. If thou doubt it, thou may'ſt 


flide from my ſhoulder to my heel, with no greater 


a run but my head and my neck. A fire, good 


Curtis. | 
Curt. Is my maſter and his wife coming, Grumio ? 


Gru. Oh, ay, Curtis, ay; and therefore fire, fire; 


caſt on no water. | 

Curt. Is ſhe ſo hot a ſhrew as ſhe's reported? 

Gru. She was, good Curtis, before this froſt ; 
but thou know'ſt, winter tames man, woman and 
beaſt; for it hath tam'd my old maſter, and my 
new miſtreſs, and thyſelf, fellow Curtis. 

Curt. Away, you three-inch'd fool; I am no 


beaſt. X 


Gru. Am I but three inches? why, my horn is 


a foot, and ſo long am I at the leaſt. But wilt 


* That is, Was ever man ſo marked with laſhes ? 


Jobnſon. 
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thou make a fire, or hall I complain on thee to 
our miſtreſs? whoſe hand, ſhe being now at hand, 
thou ſhalt ſoon feel to thy cold comfort, for being 
flow in thy hot office. | 

Curt. I pr'ythee, good Grumio, tell me how 
goes the world? I | 

Gru. A cold world, Curtis, in every office but 
thine ; and therefore, fire: do thy duty, and have 
thy duty; for my maſter and miſtreſs are almoſt 
frozen to death. 

Curt. There's fire ready; and therefore, good 
Grumio, the news, | | | 

Gru. Why, Jack boy, ho boy , and as much 
news as thou wilt EL, 

Curt. Come, you are ſo full of coney-catching. 
Gru. Why, therefore, fire; for I have caught 

extreme cold. Where's the cook? is ſupper ready, 
the houſe trimm'd, ruſhes ſtrew'd, cobwebs ſwept, 
the ſervingmen in their new fuſtian, their white 
ſtockings, and every officer his wedding garment 
on? Be the rn fair within, the Jills fair with= 
out, carpets laid, and every thing in order ? 

Curt. All ready: and therefore, I pray thee, 
what news? | | 

Gru. Firſt, know, my horſe is tired, my maſter 
and miſtreſs fallen our. ; 

Curt. How ? 

Gru. Out of their ſaddles into the dirt; and there- 
by hangs a tale. 1 1 | 
Curt. Let's ha't, good Grumio. 

Gru. Lend thine ear. 

Curt. Here. | | | 

Gru. There. [ Strikes him. 

Curt. This is to feel a tale, not to hear a tale. 

Gru. And therefore ?tis call'd a ſenſible tale + 
and this cuff was but to knock at your ear, and 
beſeech liſtning. Now I begin. Imprimis, we came 
down a foul hill, my maſter riding behind my mi- 
ſtreſs. 

Curt, Both on one horſe? 


A fragment of ſome old ballad. Warburton. 
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Gru. What's that to thee? 


Curt. Why, a horſe, | Re 

Gru. Tell thou the tale. But hadſt thou 
not croſs'd me, thou ſhouldſt have heard how her 
horſe fell, and ſhe under her horſe : thou ſhouldſt 
have heard in how miry a place, how ſhe was be- 
moil'd, how he left her with the horſe upon her, 
how he beat me becaule her horſe ſtumbled, how 
ſhe waded through the dirt to pluck him off me; 
how he ſwore, how ſhe prayed that never prayed 
before; how I cried; how the horſes ran away; 
how her bridle was burſt ; how I loſt my crupper ; 
with manythings of worthy memory, which now 
ſhall die in oblivion, and thou return unexperienc'd 
to thy grave. 

Curt. By this reckoning he is more ſhrew than ſhe. 

Gra. Ay, and that you and the proudeſt of you 
all ſhall find, when he comes home. But what talk 
Jof this? call forth Nathaniel, Joſeph, Nicholas, 
Philip, Walter, Sugarſoap, and the reſt : let their 
heads be fleekly comb'd, their blue coats bruſſid, 
and their garters of an indifferent knit ; let them 


court'ſy with their left legs, and not preſume to 


touch a hair of my maſter's horſe tail, 'till they 
kiſs their hands. Are they all ready? | 
Curt, They are. 
Gru. Call them forth. 
Curt. Do you hear, ho? you muſt meet my ma- 
ſter, to countenance my miſtreſs. 
Gru. Why, ſhe hath a face of her own. 
Curt, Who knows not that? 
Gru. Thou, it ſeems, that calPd for company to 
countenance her. | 
Curt. I call them forth to credit her. 


Enter four or five ſerving-men. 


Gru. Why, ſhe comes to borrow nothing of them, 
Nath. Welcome home, Grumio. 5 
Phil. How now, Grumio ? 

Joſ. What, Grumio-! 

Nick. Fellow Grumio ! 

Nath. How now, old lad ? 
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Where ds the life that late I led e 


Gru. Welcome, you; how now, you; what, 
you ; fellow, you; and thus much for greeting. 
Now, my ſpruce companions, is all ready, and all 
things neat ? 

Nath. All things are ready; how near is our 
maſter ? - 

Gru. F'en at hand, alighted by this; and there- 
fore be not cock's paſſion, ſilence I hear my 
maſter. 
| „%%% 1. 


Enter Petruchio and Kate. 


Per. Where be theſe knaves? what, no man at 


door to hold my ſtirrup, nor to take my horſe ? 
where is Nathaniel, Gregory, Philip? 

All Serv. Here, here, Sir; here, Sir. 

Pet. Here, Sir; here, Sir; here, Sir; here, Sir? 
You loggerheaded and unpoliih'd grooms : 
What? no attendance? no regard ? no duty? 
Where is the fooliſh knave I ſent before? 

Gru. Here, Sir, as fooliſh as I was before. 

Pet. You peaiant ſwain, you whoreſon, malt- 

horſe drudge, | + | 

Did not I bid thee meet me in the park, 
And bring along theſe raſca] knaves with thee ? 

Gru. NathamePs coat, Sir, was not fully made : 
And GabriePs pumps were all unpink'd Y th” heel: 
There was no link * to colour Peter's hat, | 
And Walter's dagger was not-come from ſheathing : 
There were none fine, but Adam, 'Ralph, and 

Gregory; | 

The reſt were ragged, old and beggarly, 
Yet as they are, here are they come to meet you, 

Pet. Go, raſcals, go, and fetch my ſupper in. 


Where are thoſe - fit down, Kate, 


And welcome. Soud, ſoud, foud, ſoud +. 


* Link, I bclieve, is the ſame with what we now call 
lamp black. Johnſon. 
+ That is, ſweet, ſweet, Johnſon. 


[ Exeunt & er vanis. 
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Enter Servants with ſupper. 


"Why, when, I ſay? nay, good ſweet Kate, be merry, 
Off with my boots, you rogue: you villains, when? 


It was the Friar of orders grey, [ Sings. ' 


As he forth walked on his way. 
Out, out, you rogue ! you pluck my foot awry. 
Take that, and mind the plucking off the other. 
| | | Strikes him. 
Be merry, Kate: ſome water, here; what hoa |! 


"Enter one with water. 


Where's my ſpaniel Troilus? firrah, get you hence, 
And bid my coufin Ferdinand come hither : 
e that you muſt kiſs, and be acquainted 
witn. 8 
Where are my ſlippers; ſhall J have ſome water? 
Come, Kate, and waſh, and welcome heartily : 
You, whoreſon villain, will you let it fall!? 
Cath. Patience, I pray you, 'twas a fault un- 
willing. | | 
Pet. A whoreſon, beatle-headed, flap-ear'd knave : 
Come, Kate, fit down; I know you have a ſtomach. 
Will you give thanks, ſweet Kate, or elſe ſhall I? 
What's this, mutton? 
. 
. Pet. Who brought it? 
Ser. I. 
Pet. Fis burnt, and ſo is all the meat: 
What dogs are theſe ? where is the raſcal cook? 
How durſt you, villains, bring it from the dreſſer, 
And ſerve it thus to me that love it not? 15 
There, take it to you, trenchers, cups and all: 
[Throws the meat, &c. about the ſtage, 
| You heedleſs jolt-heads, and unmanner'd flaves ! 
What, do you grumble? PI] be with you ſtraight, 
Cath. I pray you, huſband, be not ſo diſquiet 
The meat was well, if you were ſo contented. 
Pet. I tell thee, Kate, *twas burnt and dry'd away, 
And I expreſsly am forbid to touch it; | 
For it engenders choler, planteth anger ; 


And better twere that both of us did faſt, 
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Since, of ourſelves, ourſelves are choleric, 

Than feed it with ſuch over-roaſted fleſh : 

Be patient, for to morrow*t ſhall be mended, 

And for this night we'll faſt for company. 

Come, I will bring thee to thy bridal-chamber. 

| | [ Exeunt. 


2 


Enter Servants ſeverally. 


Nath. Peter, didſt ever ſee the like? 
Per. He kills her in her own humour. 
Gru. Where is he? 


Enter Curtis, a Servant. 


Curt. In her chamber, making a ſermon of con- 
tinency to her; 
And rails, and ſwears, and rates; that ſhe, poor ſoul, 
Knows not which way to ſtand, to look, to ſpeak, 
And fits as one new-riſen from a dream, 
Away, away, for he is coming hither. [Exeunt. 


s © EN ant 
Enter Petruchio. 


Pet. Thus have I politically begun my reign, 

And 'tis my hope to end ſucceſsfully. 

My faulcon now is ſharp, and paſſing empty, 

And till ſhe ſtoop, ſhe mult not be full-gorg'd, 

For then ſhe never looks upon her lure. 

Another way I have to man my haggard *, 

To make her come, and know her keeper's call; 
That is, to watch her as we, watch theſe kites 

That bait and beat, and will not be obedient. 

She ate no meat to-day, nor none ſhall eat. 

Laſt night ſhe ſlept not, nor to-night ſhall not : 

As with the meat, {ome undeſerved fault 

I'Il find about the making of the bed: 

And here Ill fling the pillow, there the bolſter, 

This way the coverlet, that way the ſheets; 

Ay, and amid this hurly I'Il pretend, 


* A haggard is à wild hawk; to man a hawk, is to tame 
her. J7ohnſon. | | 
VOI. HI. T 8 
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That all is done in reverend care of her : 

And, in concluſion, ſhe ſhall watch all night ; 

And, if ſhe chance to nod, I'Il rail and braw], | 
And with the clamour keep her ſtill awake. 
This is a way to killa wife with kindneſs 

And thus I'll curb her mad and headſtrong humour. 

He that knows better how to tame a ſhrew, 

Now let him ſpeak, tis charity to ſhew. [Exit. 


s C E N E IV. 
Before Baptiſta's Houſe. 


Enter Tranio and Hortenſio. 


Tra. Is't poſſible, friend Licio, that Bianca 
Doth fancy any other but Lucentio? | 
I tell you, Sir, ſhe bears me fair in hand. 
Hor. To ſatisfy you, Sir, in what I ſaid, / 
Stand by, and mark the manner of his teaching. 
[They ſtand by. 


Enter Bianca and Lucentio. 


Luc. Now, miſtreſs, profit you in what you read? 
. maſter, read you? firſt reſolve me 
that. | 
Luc. I read that I profeſs, the art of love. 
Bian. And may you prove, Sir, maſter of your art! 
Luc. While you, ſweet dear, prove miſtreſs of 
my heart. - [They retire backward. 
Hor. Quick proceeders! marry! now tell me, I 
pray, you that durſt ſwear that your Miſtreſs Bianca 
e the world ſo well as Lucentio. 
Tra. Deſpightful love, unconſtant womankind! 
J tell thee, Licio, this is wonderful. 
Hor. Miſtake no more, I am not Licio, 
Nor a muſician, as I ſeem to be; 
But one that ſcorn to live in this diſguiſe 
For ſuch a one as leaves a gentleman, 
And makes a god of ſuch a cullion : 
Know, Sir, that T am calPd Hortenſio. 
Tra. Signior Hortenſio, I have often heard 
Of your entire affection to Bianca; 
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And ſince mine eyes are witneſs of her lightneſs, 
I will with you, if you be ſo contented, 
Forſwear Bianca and her love for ever. 
Hor. See how they kiſs and court —Signior 
Lucentio, 
Here is my hand, and here I firmly vow 
Never to woo her more; but to forſwear her, 
As one unworthy all the former favours 
That I have fondly flatter'd her withal. 
Tra. And here I take the like unfeigned oath, 
Never to marry her, tho? ſhe intreat. 
Fy on her! ſee how beaſtly ſhe doth court him. 
Hor, *Would all the world but he had quite 
for{worn her! | 
For me, that I may ſurely keep mine oath, 
I will be married to- a wealthy widow 
Ere three days paſs, which has as long lov'd me, 
As I have lov'd this proud diſdainful haggard. 
And ſo farewell, Signior Lucentio. p 
Kindneſs in women, not their beauteous looks 
Shall win my love: and fo I take my leave, 
In reſolution as I {wore before. Exit Hor. 
Tra. Miſtreſs Bianca, bleſs you with ſuch grace 
As longeth to a lover's bleſſed cate. 
| Nay, I have ta'en you napping, gentle love, 
And have forſworn you with Hortenſio. 
[Lucentio and Bianca come forward, 
Bian. Tranio, you jeſt: but have you both for- 
ſworn me ? 5 e Ye” 
Tra. Miſtreſs, we have. 
Luc. Then we are rid of Licio. 
Tra. I' faith he'll have a luſty widow now, 
'T hat ſhall be woo'd and wedded in a day. 
Bian. God give him joy! 
Tra.. Ay, and he'll rame her. 
Bian. He ſays ſo, Tranio ? | | 
Tra. Faith he's gone unto the taming ſchool. 
Bian. In taming ichool? what, is there ſuch a 
ace? ; | 
Tra. Oy, miſtreſs, and Petruchio is the maſter, 
That teacheth tricks eleven and twenty long, 
To tame a ſhrew, and charm her chattering tongue. 
| T 2 
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nn. 
Enter Biondello, running. 


Bion. Oh maſter, maſter, I have watch'd ſo long, 
That I'm dog-weary; but at laſt I ſpied | 
An ancient Angel * going down the hill, 

Will ſerve the turn. 

Tra. What is he, Biondello? 

Bion. Maſter, a mercantant, or elſe a pedant; 
I know not what; but formal in apparel; 


In gait and countenance ſurly like a father. 


Luc. And what of him, Tranio ? 

Tra. If he be credulous, and truſt my tale, 
Pl make him glad to ſeem Vincentio, 
And give him aſſurance to Baptiſta Minola, 


As if he were the right Vincentio. 


Take in your love, and then let me alone. 
[Exeunt Lucentio and Bianca. 


Enter a Pedant, 


Ped. God ſave you, Sir. 

Fra. And you, Sir; you are welcome: 

Travel you far on, or are you at the fartheſt? 
Ped. Sir, at the fartheſt for a week or two; 

But then up farther, and as far as Rome; 

And ſo to Tripoly, if God lend me life. 

Tra. What countryman, I pray? 
Ped. Of Mantua. 

Tra. Of Mantua, Sir? God forbid! 

And come to Padua, careleſs of your life ? 
Ped. Nw life, Sir ! how, I pray? for that goes- 
| ard. EX 

Tra. Tis death for any one in Mantua 

To come to Padua ; know you not the cauſe ? 

Your ſhips are ſtaid at Venice, and the Duke 

(For private quarrel *twizt your duke and him), 

Bath publiſh'd and proclaim'd it openly : 

*Tis marvel, but that you're but newly come, 


For angel Mr Theobald, and after him Sir T. Han- 
mer and Dr Warburton, read Engle. Johnſon. 


* 
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You might have heard it elſe proclaimd about. 
Ped. Alas, Sir; it is worſe for me than ſo; 

For I have bills for money by exchange 

From Florence, and muſt here deliver them. 

Tra. Well, Sir, to do you courteſy, 

This will I do, and this will I adviſe you; 

Firſt, tell me, have you ever been at Piſa ? 
Ped. Ay, Sir, in Piſa have I often been ; 

Piſa, renowned for grave citizens. 
Tra. Among them know you one Vincentio ? 
Ped. I know him not, but I have heard of him; 

A merchant of incomparable wealth. 

Tra. He is my father, Sir; and, ſooth to ſay, 

In count'nance ſomewhat doth reſemble you. 
Bion As much as an apple doth an oyſter, and 

all one. [ Aſide. 
Tra. To ſave your life in this extremity, 

This favour will T do you for his fake; 

And think it not the worſt of all your fortunes, 

That you are like to Sir Vincentio: 

His name and credit ſhall you undertake, 

And in my houſe you ſhall be friendly lodg'd: 

Look that you take upon you as you ſhould. 

You underſtand me, Sir: ſo ſhall you ſtay 

Till you have done your buſineſs in the city. 


Tf this be court'ſy, Sir, accept of it. 


Ped. Oh, Sir, I do; and will repute you ever 
The patron of my life and liberty. : 
Tra, Then go with me to make the matter 
ood; 


gor 
This by the way J let you underſtand, 


My father is here look'd for every day, 


To paſs aſſurance of a dower in marriage 
Twixt me and one Baptiſta's daughter here: 
In all theſe circumſtances I'll inſtruct you. 


So with me, Sir, to cloath you as becomes you. 
| LZExsant. 
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$: C\E NE. . 
Enter Catharina and Grumio. 


Gru. No, no, forſooth, I dare not for my life. 
Cath, The more my wrong, the more his ſpite. 
appears : Bu 
| What, did he marry me to famiſh me? 
Beggars, that come unto my father's door, 
Upon intreaty, have a preſent alms ; 
If not, elſewhere they meet with charity: 
But I, who never knew how: to intreat, 
Nor never needed that I ſhould intreat, 
Am ſtary'd for meat, giddy for lack of ſleep ; 
With oaths kept waking, and with brawling fed; 
And, that which ſpites me more than all theſe wants, 
He does it under name of perfect love: | 
As who would ſay, If I ſhould ſleep or eat, 
Twere deadly ſickneſs, or elſe preſent death. 
I pr'ythee go and get me ſome repaſt; 
I care not what, ſo it be wholeſome food. 
Gru. What ſay you to a neat's foot? 
Cath. Tis paſſing good; I pr'ythee let me have it; 
Gru. I fear it is too flegmatic a meat: | 
How ſay you to a fat tripe finely broil'd? 
Cath. I like it well; good Grumio, fetch it me. 
Gru. I cannot tell ;—I fear it's choleric : 
What ſay you to a piece of beef and muſtard ? 
Cath. A diſh that I do love to feed upon. 
Gru. Ay, but the muſtard is too hot a little. 
Cath. Why, then the beef, and let the muſtard reſt. 
Gru. Nay, then I will not; you ſhall have the 
| muſtard, 
Or elſe you get no beef of Grumio. 
Cath. Then both, or one, or any thing thou wilt, 
Gru. Why, then the muſtard without the beef. 
Cath. Go, get thee gone, thou falſe deluding ſlave, 
[ Beats nim. 
That feed'ſt me with the very name of meat, 
Sorrow on thee, and all the pack of you, 
That triumph thus upon my miſery ! 
Go, get thee gone, I ſay. 


re On — — 
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.S.40 EE FF E VI 
Enter Petruchio and Hortenſio, with meat. 


Pet. How fares my Kate? what, ſweeting, all. 
 amort? | 
Hor. Mittreſs, what chear ? 
Cath. Faith, as cold as can be. 
Pet. Pluck up thy ſpirits ; look chearfully upon 
me. : 
Here, love, thou ſeeſt how diligent I am, 
To dreſs thy meat myſelf,” and bring it thee : 
Pm ſure, {weet Kate, this kindneſs merits thanks. 
What, not a word? nay, then, thou lov'ſt it not; 
And all my pains is ſorted to no proof F. 
Here, take away the dith.. : 
Cath. I pray you let it ſtand. | 
Pet. The pooreſt ſervice is repaid with thanks; 
And ſo ſhall mine, before you touch the meat. 
Cath. IJ thank you, Sir. | 
Hor. Signior Petruchio, fy, you are to blame: 
Come, Miſtreſs Kate, I'll bear you company. | 
Pet. Eat it up all, Hortenſio, if thou loveſt me; 
. LAſide. 


2 * 


. - 24 . = i; — 
> 2 n * 
N 2 2 
EF 
* * C n- — » 
a n 2 
Xo x — — I 


1 
„43 — ay 7, — a; 


1 


—— . ————— ——H —ä— 9 oy 
2 2 = WEE 7 _ of * — 


wh — 


Much good do it unto thy gentle heart; 

Kate, eat apace. And now, my honey-love, 
Will we return unto thy father's houſe, 

And revel it as bravely as the beſt, 

With ſilken coats, and caps, and golden rings, 
With ruffs, and cuffs, and fardingals, and things: 
With ſcarfs, and fans, and double change of brav'ry, 
With amber bracelets, beads, and all this knav'ry. 
What, haſt thou din'd ? the taylor ſtays thy leiſure, 
To deck thy body with his ruſtling treaſure. 
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+ And all my labour has cnded in nothing, or proved 
nothing. Jobnſon. 
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VII. 
Enter Taylor. 
Come, taylor, let us ſee theſe ornaments. 
Euter Haberdaſber. 


Lay forth the gown. What news with you, Sir? 
Hab. Here is the cap your worſhip did beſpeak. 
Fet. Why, this was moulded on a eee 

A velvet diſh ; fy, fy, tis lewd and filthy: | 

Why, 'tis a cockle or a walnut-ſhell, 

A knack, a toy, a trick, a baby's cap. 

Away with it; come, let me have a bigger. 


Cath. Pl have no bigger; this doth fit the time; 


And gentlewomen wear ſuch caps as theſe. 


Per. When you are gentle, you ſhall have one too, 


And not ' till then. | 
Hor. That will not be in haſte. . 
Cath. Why, Sir, I truſt I may have leave to ſpeak, 
And ſpeak I will. I am no child, no babe; 
Your betters have endur'd me ſay my mind; 
And, if you cannot, beſt you ſtop your ears.“ 
My tongue will tell the anger of my heart, 
Or elſe my heart, coneealing it, will break: 
And. rather than it ſhall, I will be free, 
Even to the utmoſt as I pleaſe in words. 
Pet. Why, thou ſay'ſt true, it is a paltry cap, 
A cuſtard coffin, a bauble, a ſilken pie: 
J love thee well, in that thou.I:Pt it not. 
Cath. Love me, or love me not, I like the cap; 
And I will have it, or I will have none. 


Pet. Thy gown ? why, ay,— Come, taylor, let 


. us ſee*t, 
O mercy, heav'n, what maſking ſtuff is here? 
What? this a ſleeve ? 'tis like a demi-cannon ; 
What, up and down carv'd like an apple-tart 2 


Here's ſnip, and nip, and cut, and ſliſh, and flaſh, 


Like to a cenſer in a barber's ſhop : 


Why, what a-deviPs name, taylor, call'ſt thou this? 
Hor. I lee ſhe's like to've neither cap nor gown.. 


[A{tde. 


* 
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Tay. You bid me make it orderly and well, 
According to the faſhion of the time. | 
Pet. Marry, and did: but if you be remembred, 
J did not bid you mar it to the time. | 
Go, hop me over every kennel home, 
For you ſhall hop without my cuſtom, Sir : 


I'll none of it; hence, make your beſt of it. 


Cath. I never ſaw a better faſhion'd gown, 
More quaint, more pleaſing, nor more commendable. 
Belike you mean to-make a puppet of me. 

Bay: bog true, he means to make a puppet of 
thee. 

Tay. She ſays, your worſhip. means to make a 

puppet of her. 

Het Oh moſt monſtrous arrogance ! 


Thou lieſt, thou thread, thou thimble, 


Thou yard, three-quarters, half-yard, quarter, nail, 
Thou flea, thou nit, thou winter cricket, thou! 
Brav'd in mine own houſe with a ſkein of thread; 
Away, thou rag, thou quantity, thou remnant, 

Or I ſhall ſo be-mete thee with thy yard, 

As thou ſhalt think on prating whilſt thou liv'ſt: 

J tell thee, I, that thou haſt marr'd her gown. 
Tay. Your worſhip is deceiv'd; the gown is made 

Juſt as my maſter had direction. 

Grumio gave order how eit ſhould be done. 

Gru. I gave him no order, I gave him the ſtuff. 
Tay. But how did you defire it ſhould be made? 
Gru Marry, Sir, with needle and thread. 

Tay. But did you not requeſt to have it cut? 

Gru Thou haſt fac'd many things. | 

Tay. T have. 

Gru, Face not me: thou haſt brav'd many men, 
brave not me; I will neither be fac, nor brav'd. 
E tay unto thee, I bid thy maſter cut oui the gown, 
Ng I did not bid him cut it to pieces. £rgo, thou 
teſt. 

Tay. Why, here is the note of the faſhion to 
teſtify. | 

Pet. Read it. | 

Gru. The note lies in his throat, if he ſay I ſaid ſo. 

Tay. Imprimis,. a loole-bodied gown. 
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Gra. Mafter, if ever I faid looſe-bodied gown, 
ſow me up in the ſkirts of it, and beat me to death 
with a bottom of brown thread: I ſaid a gown. 

Pet. Proceed. 

Tay. With a ſmall compalſt-cape. 

Gru. I confeſs the cape. 

Tay. With a trunk-ſkeeve.. 

Gru. I confeſs two fleeves. 

Tay. The fleeves curiouſly cut. 

Pet. Ay, there's the villany. 


Gru. Error i' th' bill, Sir, error i” th? bill. I com- 


manded the ſleeves ſhould be cut out, and ſow'd 
up again; and that PIl prove upon thee, tho? thy 
little finger be armed in a thimble. 


Tay. This is true that I ſay; an Thad thee in 


Place where, thou ſhowdſt know it. 
Gru. I am for thee ſtraight : take thou the bill, 
give me thy mete- yard, and ſpare not me. 


. Hor. God-a-mercy, Grumio, then he ſhall have 


no odds. 
Pet. Well, Sir, in brief, the gown is not for me. 
Gru. You are i' ch right, Sir, Iris for my miſtreis. 
Per. Go take it up unto thy maſter's uſe. 
Gru. Villain, not for thy life : take up my mi- 
ſtreſs's gown for thy maſter's uſe! 
Pet. Why, Sir, what's your conceit In that? 
Gru. Oh, Sir, the conceit is deeper than vou think 
or. 
Take up my miſtreſs's gown unto his maſter's uſe } 
Oh, fy, fy, fy ! 
Pet. Hortenſio, ſay thou wilt ſee the taylor 2 * 


Go take it hence, be gone, and ſay no more. : 
Hor. Taylor, PII pay thee for thy gown to-mor- 
row ; 
Take no unkindneſs of his haſty words: 
Away, I ſay; commend me to thy maſter. ¶ Exit Tay. 
Pet. Well, come, my Kate, we will unto your 
father's, 
Even in theſe honeſt mean habiliments : 
Our purſes ſhall be proud, our garments poor; 
For 'tis the mind that makes the my rich: 


[ Aſide. 
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And as the ſun breaks through the darkeſt clouds, 
So honour peereth in the meaneſt habit. 
What, is the jay more precious than the lark, 
Becauſe his feathers are more beautiful? 
Or is the adder better than the eel, 
Becauſe his painted {kin contents the eye? 
Oh, no, good Kate; neither art thou the worſe 
For this poor furniture, and mean array. 
NF thou account'ſt it ſhame, lay it on me; 
And therefore frolic ; we will hence forthwith, 
To feaſt and ſport us at thy father's houſe. 
Go call my men, and let us ſtraight to him, 
And bring our horſes unto Long-lane end; 
There will we mount, and thither walk on foot, 
Let's ſee, I think 'tis now ſome ſeven o'clock, 
And well we may come there by dinner time. 
Cath. I dare aſſure you, Sir, tis almoſt two; 
And *twill be ſupper- time ere you come there. 
Pet. It ſhall be ſeven, ere I go to horſe. 
Look, what I ſpeak, or do, or think to do, 
You are {ſtill croſling it. Sirs, lett alone, 
J will not go to-day, ,and ere I do, 
It ſhall be what o'clock I ſay it is. 
Hor, Why, ſo: this gallant will command the ſun. 
EDS; [Exennt Pet. Cath. and Hor. 
[The Preſenters, above, ſpeak here. 
Lord. Who's within there? Sly fleeps. 


Enter Servants. 


Aſleep again ! go take him eaſily up, and put him 
in his own apparel ayain. But ſee you wakes him 


not in any caſe. | 
Serv. 1t ſhall be done, my Lord; come, help to bear 
him hence, [They luar off oly. 
S W E N E IX. 8 
Before Baptiſta's Houſe. 


Enter Tranio, and the Pedant dreſyd like Vincentio. 


Tra. Sits this is the houſe; pleaſe it you that 1 
call? | | 


228 The TAMIN G 4a lv. 

Ped. Ay, what elſe? and (but I be deceived, ) 
Signior Baptiſta may remember me OY: 
Near twenty years ago in Genoa, 


7 Where we were lodgers, at the Pegaſus. 


Fra. ”Tis well, and hold your own in any caſe 
W ith ſuch auſterity as *longeth to a father. 


Enter Biendello. 


Ped. 1 warrant you: but, Sir, here comes your 
5 5 
Twere . he were ſchooPd. | 
Tra. Fear you not him. Sirrah, Biondello, 
Now do your duty throughly, I adviſe you : 
Imagine ®twere the right Vincentio. 
Bion. Tut, fear not me. 
Fra. But haſt thou done thy errand to Baptiſta? 
Bion. I told him that your father was in Venice; 
And that you look'd for him this day in Padua. 
Tra. Th'art a tall fellow; hold thee that to drink. 
Here comes Baptiſta; ſet your countenance, Sir. 


N . 
Enter Baptiſta and Lucentio. 


Tra. Signior Baptiſta, you are happily met. 
Sir, this is the gentleman I icld you of, 
1 pray you ftand, good father, to me now, 
Give me Bianca for wy patrimony. | 
Ped. Soft, fon. Sir, by your leave, having come 
to Padua | | 
To gather in {ome debts, my ſon Lucentio 
Made me acquainted with a weighty cauſe 
Of love v tween your daughter and himſelf: 
And for the good report I hear of you, 
And tor the love he beareth to your daughter, 
And ihe to him; to ſtay bim not too long, 
Jan content, in a good father's care, 
To have him match'd; and if you pleaſe to like 
No worſe than I, Sir, upon ſome agreement, 
Me ſhall you find moſt ready and moſt willing, 
With one conſent, to have her ſo beſtowed: 
For curious I cannot be with you, | 


* 


J. 


e 


It 


LY 


Signior Baptiſta, of whom I hear ſo well. 

Bap. Sir, pardon me in what I have to ſay: 
Your plainneſs and your ſhortneſs pleaſe me well. 
Right true it is, your ſon Lucentio here 
Doth love my daughter, and ſhe loveth him, 


Or both diſſemble —_— their affections ; 
a 


And therefore if you {ay no more than this, 


That like a father you will deal with him, 


And paſs my daughter a ſufficient dowry, 
The march is made, and all is done; 
Your ſon ſhall have my daughter with conſent. 

Tra. I thank you, Sir. Where then, do you 

know beſt, 
Be we ated; and ſuch aſſurance ta'en. 
As ſhall with either part's agreement ſtand ? 

Bap. Not in my houſe, Lucentio; for, you know, 
Pitchers have ears, and I have many ſervants; 
Beſides, old Gremio is hearkning ſtill; 

And, haply, then we might be interrupted. 

Tra. Then at my lodging, an it like you, Sir: 
There doth my father ly; and there this night 
We'll paſs the buſineſs privately and well. 

Send for your daughter by your ſervant here; 
My boy ſhall fetch the ſcrivener preſently. 
The worſt 4s this, that at fo ſlender warning 


Youre like to have a thin and ſlender pittance. 


Bap. It likes me well. Go, Cambio, hie you home, 
And bid Bianca make her ready ſtraight ; 
And, if you will, tell what hath happen'd here: 
Lucentio's father is arriv'd in Padua, 


And how ſhe's like to be Lucentic's wife. 


Luc, I' pray the gods ſhe may, with. all my heart! 
[ Exit. 
Tra. Dally not with the gods, but get thee gone. 
Signior Baptiſta, ſhall I lead the way ? 
Welcome! one meſs is like to be your chear. 


Come, Sir, we will better it in Piſa, 


Bap. I'II follow you. LExeuut. 
1. III. 1 | 


85. fe Df the 8 H R E W. aw 


1 
No 
2 
12 
1 


1 
1 
{7 42 
i 1 
4 
47 
F 
=! 
4 
1 


N * 
* ry 
* 
t 
; j 
4 
; 
* 


—— — — > 


| 


* rr 2 5 . 
2 


= — — — o wr ag Foy” hy! 7 
%? yo . — — - Tu - _ 
s IF n * * . rr 
1 - 2 way Shed" 4 _— — — 
* gf, 9 — < 4 a — by wo — 
— — 5 - - — — — — 23 ——— ta 
— — « - — — 
— | . 
F 
= >) 


a 


— 
= 


> s » — E 
* re per =; 


= Tw TANFNS AY. 


3 EN. E XI. 
Enter Lucentio and Biondello. 


Bion. Cambio. 

Luc. What ſay'ſt thou, Biondello ? 

Bion. Vou ſaw my maſter wink, and laugh upon 

you. 

Luc. Biondello, what of that? 

Bion. Faith nothing; but he's left me here be- 
hind, to expound the meaning or moral of his ſigns 
and tokens. 

Luc. I pray thee, moralize them. 

Bion. Then thus. Baptiſta 1s ſafe, jalking with 
the deceiving father of a deceitful ſon. 

Luc. And what of him? 

Bion. His daughter is to be brought by you to 
the ſupper. 

Luc. And then? 

Bion. The old prieſt at St Luke's church is at - 
your command at all hours. 

Luc. And what of all this ? 

Bion. I cannot tell, except they are buſied about 
a counterfeit aſſurance; take your aſſurance of her, 
Cum privilegio ad imprimendum ſolim ; to th? church 
take the prieſt, clerk, and ſome ſufficient honeſt 
witneſſes. If this be not that you look for, I have 
no more to fay, but bid Bianca farewell for ever and 
a day. 

Luc. Hear'ſt thou, Biondello? 

Bion. 1 cannot tarry; I knew a wench red 
in an afternoon, as ſhe went to the garden for 
parſley to ſtuff a rabbit; and ſo may you; Sir, and 
ſo adieu, Sir; my maſter hath appointed me to go 
to St Luke's, to bid the prieſt be ready to come 
againſt you come with your appendix.  [Exit- 

Luc. I may and will, if ſhe be fo contented : 

_ will be pleas'd, then wherefore ſhould I doubt ? 
what hap may, Pl roundly go about her 
wal go bard, if Cambio go without her. | 

[ExiZ, 
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8 RN XIE 
A green Lane. 


Enter Petruchio, Catharina, and Hortenſio, 


Pet. Come on, o' God's name, once more, tow'rds 
our father's. = 
Good Lord, how bright and goodly ſhines the moon! 
Cath. The moon! the ſun: it is not moon-light 
now. 
Pet. I lay it is the moon that ſhines ſo bright. 
Cath. I know it is the fun that ſhines fo bright. 
Pet. Now by my mother's ſon, and that's myſelf, 
It ſhall be moon, or ſtar, or what J liſt, 
Or ere J journey to your father's houſe: 
Go on, and fetch our horſes back again. 
Evermore croſt and croſt, nothing but croſt! 
Hor. Say as he ſays, or we ſhall never go. 
Cath. Forward, I pray, ſince we are come fo far, 
And be it moon, or ſun, or what you pleaſe: _ 
And if you pleaſe to call it a ruſh candle, 
Henceforth I vow it ſhall be ſo for me. 
Pet. I ſay it is the moon. 
Cath. T know it is the moon. | 
Pet. Nay, then you lie; it is the bleſſed ſun. 
Cath. Then God be bleſt, it is the ble ſſed fun. 
But ſun it is not, when you ſay it is not; 
And the moon changes even as your mind. 
What you will have it named, even that it is 
And ſo it ſhall be ſo for Catharine. 
Hor. Petruchio, go thy way, the field is won. 
Pet. Well, forward, forward; thus the bow 
ſhould run, ä 
And not unluckily againſt the bias. - 
But ſoft, ſome company is coming here. 
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S. C E N 11 
Enter Vincentio. 


Good morrow, gentle miſtreſs, where away 4 
| - [To Vincentio. 

Tell me, ſweet Kate, and tell me truly too, 
Haſt thou beheld a freſher gentlewoman ? 
Such war of white and red within her cheeks! 
What ſtars do {pangle heaven with fuch beauty, 
As thoſe two eyes become that heav'nly face? 
Fair lovely maid, once more good day to thee :. 
Sweet Kate, embrace her for her beauty's ſake. 

Hor. He will make the man mad, to make a wo- 
man of him. a 

Cath. Young budding virgin, fair, and freſh, and 
Whither away, or where is thy abode? [ſweet, 
Happy the parents of ſo fair a child; Wt, 
Happier the man whom favourable ſtars 
Allot thee for his lovely bedfellow! . | 

Pet, Why, how now, Kate? I hope thou art not 
This is a man, old, wrinkled, faded, wither'd, [mad! 
And not a maiden, as thou ſay'ſt he is. 


F + In the firſt ſketch of this play, printed in 1609, we 
find two ſpeeches in this place worth preſerving, and 
ſceming to be of the hand of Shakeſpeare, tho' the reſt of 
that play is far inferior. Pope. | 


Fa ir lovely maiden, young and affable, 

More clear of hue, and far more beautiful 

Than precious ſardonyx, or purple rocks 

Of amethiſts, or gliſtering hyacinth- - 

—— Sweet Catharine, this lovely woman 

Cath. Fair lovely lady, bright and cryſtalline, 

Beanteous and ftately as the eye-train'd bird; 

As glorious as the moraing waſh'd with dew, 
Within whoſe eyes the takes her dawning beams, 
And golden ſummer fleeps upon thy cheeks ;. 

Wrap up thy radiations in ſome cloud, 

Leſt that thy beauty make this ſtately town 

Uninhabitabl- as the burning zone, 


With ſweet reflections of thy lovely face. 


co” TT 
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Cath. Pardon, old father, my miſtaken eyes, 
That have been fo bedazled with the ſun, 
That every thing I look on ſeemeth green. 

Now I perceive thou art a reverend father : 
Pardon, I pray thee, for my mad miſtaking. 

Pet. Do, good old grandſire; and withal make 
known | 
Which way thou travelleſt: if along with us, 

We ſhall be joyful of thy company. 

Vin. Fair Sir, and you my merry Miſtreſs, 
That with your ſtrange encounter much amaz'd me; 
My name is call'd Viucentio, my dwelling Piſa 
And bound I am to Padua, there to viſit 
A ſon of mine, which long I have not ſeen. 

Pet. What is his name? | 

Vis. Lucentio, gentle Sir. 

Pet. Happily met, the happier for thy ſon. 
And now by law, as well as reverend age, 

I may entitle thee my loving father. 

The ſiſter of my wife, this gentlewoman, 

Thy ſon by this hath married. Wonder not, 
Nor be not griev'd; ſhe is of good eſteem, 
Her dowry wealthy, and of worthy birth; 
Beſide, ſo qualified as may beſeem 

The ſpouſe of any noble gentleman. . 

Let me embrace with old Vincentio ; - 

And wander we to ſee thy honeſt ſon, 

Who will of thy arrival be full joyous. 

Vin. But is this true, or is it elſe your pleaſure, -. 
Like pleaſant travellers, to break a jeſt 
Upon the company you overtake ? 

Hor. I do aſſure thee, father, ſo it is. 

Pet. Come, go along, and fee the truth hereof : - 
For our firſt merriment hath made thee jealous, 

EO [ Exeunt Pet. Cath. aud Vin. 

Hor. Well, Petruchio, this hath put me in heart. 
Have to my widow ; and if ſhe be froward, 

Then bait thou taught Hortenſio to be untoward. 


[ Exit, 
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. 
Before Lucentio's Houſe. 
Enter Biondello, Lucentio and Bianca, Gremio 
1 walking on one ſide, 5 
| Biondello. 
Oftly and {wiftly, Sir, for the prieſt is ready. 


Luc. I fly, Biondello; but they may chance to 
need thee at home, therefore leave us. 


Bion. Nay, faith, IIl ſee the church o' your 


back, and then come back to my maſter as ſoon as J 
can. ; [ Ex. 
Gre. I marvel Cambio comes not all this while. 


Enter Petruchio, Catharina, Vincentio aud Grumio, 
with attendants. i 


Pet. Sir, here's the door, this is Lucentio's houſe, 
My father's bears more towards the market- place; 
Thither muſt I, and here I leave you, Sir. 

Vin. You ſhall not chuſe but drink before you go; 
J think I ſhall command vour welcome here; 

And by all likelihood ſome chear is toward. 


[ Knocks, 
Gre. They're buſy within, vou were beſt knock 
lovder, { Pedant looks owt of the window. 


Ped. What's he that knocks as he would beat 
-down the gate ? | 

Vin. Is Signior Lucentio within, Sir? 

Ped. He's within, Sir, but not to be ſpoken withal. 

Vin. What, if a man bring him a hundred pounds 
or two, to make merry withal ? | 

' Ped. Keep your hundred pounds to yourſelf, he 
ſhall need none ſo long as I live. 

Pet. Nay, I told you your ſon was belov'd in 
Padua. Do you hear, Sir? to leave frivolous cir- 
cumftances, I pray you tell Signior Lucentio that 
his father is come from Pifa, and is here at the 
door to. ſpeak with him. | 


A 


* 


marry, Sir, {ee where he looks out of the window. 
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Ped. Thou lieſt; his father is come to Padua, 
and here looking out of the window. 

Vin. Art thou his father? 

Ped. Ay, Sir, ſo his mother ſays, if I may be- 
lieve her. | 

Pet. Why, how now, gentleman ; why, this is 
flat knavery, to take upon you another man's name. 

Ped. Lay hands on the villain: I believe he 
means to cozen ſomebody in this eity under my 
countenance. | 


Sg: NE IE 
Enter Biondello. 


Bion. I have ſeen them in the church together. 
God ſend %em good ſhipping ! but who is here ? 
mine old Maſter Vincentio? now we are undone, 
and brought to nothing. ; 

Vin. Come hither, crackhemp. [Seeing Biondello. 

Bion. I hope I may chuſe, Sir. | 

Vin. Come hither, you rogue ; what, have you 
forgot me ? | 

Bion. Forgot you? no, Sir; I could not forget 
you, for I never ſaw you before in all my life. 

Vin. What, vou notorious villain, didſt thou ne- 
ver ſee thy maſter's father, Vincentio? 

Bion. What, my old worſhip ful old maſter? yes, 
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Vin. Is't ſo, indeed? [ He beats Biondello. 

Bion. Help, help, help! here's a madman will 
murder me. | 

Ped. Help, ſon; help, Signior Baptiſta. 

Pet. Pr'ythee, Kate, let's ſtand aſide, and ſee the 
end of this controverſy. [They retire. 
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Enter Pedant witi Servants, Baptiſta and Tranio. 


Tra. Sir, what are you, that offer to beat my 
ſervant ? | | 

Vin. What am I, Sir! nay, what are you, Sir? 
Oh, immortal gods! oh, fine villain! a ſilken dou- 
blet, a velvet hole, a ſcarlet cloak, and a copatain 


236 The: T A MI Nn G Aa v. 


hat “: oh, I am undone! I am undone ! While I 
play the good huſband. at home, my ſon and my 
ſervants ſpend all at the univerſity. 

Tra. How now, what's the matter? 

Bap. What, 1s this man lunatic ? 

Tra. Sir, you ſeem a ſober ancient gentleman by 
your habit, but your words ſhew a madman : why, 
Sir, what concerns it you, if I wear pearl and 
gold? I thank my good father, I am able to main- 
tain it, 

Vin. Thy father ! oh villain, he is a ſail-maker 
in Bergamo. PW, 

Bap. You miſtake, Sir, you miſtake, Sir; pray, 
what do you think is his name ? 

Vin. His name? as if I knew not his name: I 
bave brought him up ever ſince he was three years 
old, and his name is Tranio. 

Ped. Away, away, mad aſs! his name is Lucentio: 
and he is mine only ſon, and heir to the lands of 
me Signior Vincentio, 

Vin. Lucentio ! oh he hath murdered his maſter ; 


lay hold of him, I charge yo, uin the Duke's name. 


Oh, my ſon, my ſon! tell me, thou villain, where is 
my ſon Lucentio? 

Tra. Call forth an officer; carry this mad knave 
to the jail : Father Baptiſta, I charge you, fee that 
He be forthcoming. | 

Vin. Carry me to jail ? 2 

Gre. Stay, officer, he ſhall not go to priſon. 

Hap. Talk not, Signior Gremio : I ſay, he ſhall 
go to priſon, 


Gre. Take heed, Signior Baptiſta, leſt you be 
coney- catch'd in this buſineſs ; I dare ſwear this is 


the right Vincentio. 
Ped. Swear if thou dar'ſt. 
Gre. Nay, I dare not {wear it. | 


Tra. Then thou wert beſt ſay that J am not Lu- 
centio? ; | 


Gre. Yes, I know thee to be Signior Lucentio. - 


* Is, I believe, a hat with a cqnical crown, ſuch as 
was anciently worn by well drefled men. Jobnſon. 


7 
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Bap. Away with the dotard, to the jail with 


Enter Lucentio and Bianca, 


Vin. Thus ſtrangers may be haPd and abus'd; 
oh, monſtrous villain ! 
Bion. Oh, we are ſpoiPd, and yonder he is; deny 
him, forſwear him, or elſe we are all undone. , 
[Exeunt Biondello, Tranio and Pedant, 


FE Ek IN 


Luc. Pardon, ſweet father. 
Vin. Lives my ſweet ſon ? 
Bian. Pardon, dear father. 
Bap. How haſt thou offended? where is Lu- 
8 centio- ? | 
Luc. Here's Lucentio, right ſon to the right Vin- 
| centio, | 
That have by marriage made thy daughter mine ! 
While counterfeit ſuppoſers bleer'd thine eyne. 
Gre. 3 with a witneſs, to deceive 
us all. | 
Vin. Where is that damned villain Tranio, 


[ Kneeling, 


That fac'd and brav'd me in this matter ſo? 


Bap. Why, tell me, is not this my Cambio ? 
Bian. Cambio is chang'd into Lucentio. 


Luc. Love wrought theſe miracles. Bianca's 


Made me exchange my ſtate with Tranio, [love 


While he did bear my countenance in the town: 


And happily I have arriv'd at laſt 


Unto the wiſhed haven of my bliſs. 
What Tranio did, myſelf enforc'd him to ; 
Then pardon him, ſweet father, for my ſake. 
Vin. PI ſlit the villain's noſe, that would have 
ſent me to the jail. | 
Bap. But do you hear, Sir, have you married 
my daughter without aſking my good will? 
Vin. Fear not, Baptiſta, we will content you ; go 
to: but I will in, to be revenged on this ug | 
| Exit. 
Bap. And I, to ſound the depth of this knavery. 
LExix. 
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Luc. Look not pale, Bianca, thy father will not 
5 frown, | [ Exennt, 
Gre. My cake is dough, but I'll in among the reſt, 
Out of hope of all but my ſhare of the feaſt. [ Exit. 
{Petruchio and Catharina advancing. 
Cath. Huſband, let's follow, to ſee the end of 
this ado. 
Pet. Firſt kiſs me, Kate, and we will. 
Cath, What, in the midſt of the ſtreet ? 
Pet. What, art thou aſham'd of me? 
Cath. No, Sir, God forbid ; but aſham'd to kiſs. 
Pet. Why, then let's home again: come, ſirrah, 
let's away. 
Cath. Nay, I will give thee a kiſs; now, pray 
thee, love, ſtay. ) biel 
Pet. Is not this well? Come, my ſweet Kate; 
Better once than never, for never too late. 
; [ Exeunt, 


tv. 
Changes to Lucentio's Apartment. 


Enter Baptiſta, Vincentio, Gremio, Pedant, Lu- 
centio, Bianca, Tranio, Biondello, Petruchio, 
Catharina, Grumio, Hortenſio, and Widow, Tra- 
nio's ſervants bringing in a banquet, 

> | 


Luc. At laſt, tho? long, our jarring notes agree : 
And time it is, when raging war 1s done, 
To {mile at ſcapes and perils over-blown. 
My fair Bianca, bid my father welcome, | 
While I with ſelf-ſame kindneſs welcome thine, 
Brother Petruchio, Siſter Catharine, | 
And thou Hortenſio, with thy loving widow, 
Feaſt with the beſt, and welcome to my houſe : 
My banquet is to cloſe our ſtomachs up 
After our great good chear. Pray you fit down; 
For now we fit to chat, as well as eat. 
Pet. Nothing but fit and fit, and eat and eat! 
Bap. Padua affords this kindneſs, ſon Petruchio, 
Pet. Padua affords nothing but what is kind. 


57 
| 
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Hor. For both our ſakes, I would that word were 


true. 
Pet. Now, for my life, Hortenſio fears his widow. 
Wid. Then never truſt me, if I be afeard. 
Pet. bn are very ſenſible, and yet you miſs my 
enſe: 


I mean, Hortenſio is afeard of you. 


Vid. He that is giddy, thinks the world turns 
round. 

Pet. Roundly replied. 

Cath. Miſtreſs, how mean you that? 

Wid. Thus I conceive by him. 

Het. Conceives by me, how likes Hortenſio that? 

Hor. My widow ſays, thus ſhe conceives her tale. 

Pet, Very well mended; kiſs him for that, good 

. widow. | | „ 

Cath, He that is giddy, thinks the world turns 
round—— | 


I pray you, tell me what you meant by that. 


id. Your huſband, being troubled with a ſhrew, 


Meaſures my huſband's ſorrow by his woe; 
And now you know my meaning. 


Cath. A very mean meaning. 

Vid. Right, I mean you. 

Cath. And I am mean, indeed, reſpecting you. 

.Pet. To her, Kate. 

Hor. To her, widow. 5 

Pet. A hundred merks, my Kate does put her 
down. 

Hor. That's my office. 

Pet. Spoke like an officer; ha? to thee, lad. 

| | Drinks to Hortenſio. 

Bap. How likes Gremio thele quick-witted folks? 

Gre. 3 me, Sir, they butt heads together 
well. SI 

Bian. Head and butt ? an haſty-witted body 


Would ſay, your head and butt were head and horn. 


Vin. Ay, Miſtreſs Bride, hath that awaken'd you? 
Bian. Ay, but not frighted me, therefore I'll fleep 
Nik 1 = 
Pet. Nay, that thou ſhalt not, ſince you have 

begun: 
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Have at you for a better jeſt or two. 
Bian. Am I your bird? I mean to ſhift my buſh: 
And then purſue me, as you draw your bow. 
You are welcome all. . | | 
[ Exewnt Bianca, Catharine, and Widow, I 
Pet. She hath prevented me. Here, Signior 
Tranio, 5 
This bird you ainYd at, tho? you hit it not; 
Therefore a health to all that ſhot and miſs'd. 7 
Tra. Oh, Sir, Lucentio ſlip'd me like his grey- 
ä hound, 6 
Which runs himſelf, and catches for his maſter. te 
Per. A good ſwift ſimile, but ſomething curriſh. 
Tra. Tis Well, Sir, that you hunted for yourſelf: 
*Tis thought your deer does hold you at a bay. 
Bap. Oh, oh, Petruchio, Tranio hits you now. 
Luc. I thank thee for that gird, good Tranio. 
Hor. Confels, confeſs, hath he not hit you there ? 
Pet. He hath a little galPd me, I confeſs ; - 
And as the jeſt did glance away from me, 
'Tis ten to one it maim'd you two outright. 
Bap. Now, in good ſadneſs, fon Petruchio, 
I think thou haſt the verrieſt ſhrew of all. 
Pet. Well, I ſay, No: and therefore for aſſurance, 
Let's each one fend unto his wife; and he 
Whoſe wife is moſt obedient to come firſt, 
When he doth ſend for her, ſhall win the wager, 
Hor. Content ;- what wager? 
Luc. Twenty crowns, | 
Pet. Twenty crowns ! 
Pl venture ſo much on my hawk or hound, 
But twenty times ſo much upon my wife. 
Luc. A hundred then. 
Her. Content. : 
Pet. A match, 'tis done. 
Hor. Who ſhall begin? 
Luc. That will I. 
Go, Biondello, bid your miſtreſs come to me. | 
Bion. 1-go. [ £xtt. 
Bap. Son, I'll be your half, Bianca comes. 


Luc. I'Il have no halves: I'Il bear it all myſelf. 


CH OH AA [4p] Fay” | 
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Re- enter Biondello. 


How now, „ news? 
Bion. Sir, m miſtreſs ſends you word 
That ſhe is buſy, and.cannot come. 


Pet. How? ſhe's buſy and cannot come! is that 


an anſwer? 
Gre. Ay, and a kind one too: 
Pray God, Sir, your wife ſend you not a worſe. 
Pet. I hope better. 
Hor. Sirrah, Biondello, go and intreat my wife 


to come to me forthwith. [ Exit Biondello. 
Pet. Oh, ho! intreat her! nay, then ſhe needs 


muſt come. 
Hor. J am afraid, Sir, do you what you can, 


Enter Biondello. 


Yours will not be intreated. Now, where's my wife ? 
Bion. She. ſays you have ſome goodly jeſt in hand; 

She will not come: ſhe bids you come to her. 
Pet. Worſe and worſe, ſhe will not come! 

Oh vile, intolerable, not to be indur'd ; 

Sirrah, Grumio, go to your miſtreſs, | 

Say I command her to come to me. [ Exit Grumio. 
Hor. I -know her anſwer, 

Pet. What? 
Hor, She. will not. 
Pet. The fouler fortune mine, and there's an end. 


Enter Catharina. 


Bap. Now, by my hollidam, here comes Ca- 
tharine ! 
Cath. 1 is your will, Mr; that you ſ{end for 
me ? 
Pet. Where is your fi ger, and Hortenſio's wife! e 
Cath. They ſit conferring by the parlour fire. 
Pet. Go fetch them hither; if they deny to come, 
Swinge me them ſoundly forth unto their huſbands : 
Away, I fay, and bring them hither ſtraight. 


[Exit Catharina. 
vo 1. III. I: - 


_ 7 — 2 T — I STS LT 
< — * — an > => - ” VE... 0 4 —— — — 
* — — . r wo a —— ; — 2 — — == 
— — — 22 - * BY * — —1＋ . 4 — 
7 7s . ws 7 pol 4 2 8 2 po — —— lg —— y — — —— - — — 
e.. — —— 8 
= Z 


by —— — es 
2 ne © Wn» . EE re <A — 
LEG IE id - 


242 J MENG ARY. 
Luc. Here is a wonder, if you talk of a wonder, 
Hor. And ſo it is: I wonder what it bodes. 
Pet. 2 peace it bodes, and love, and quiet 

ife, 

And awful rule, and right ſupremacy : 

And, to be ſhort, what not, that's ſweet and happy, 
Bap. Now fair befal thee, good Petruchio ! 

The wager thou haſt won; and I will add 

Unto their loſſes twenty thouſand crowns, 

Another dowry to another daughter ; 

For ſhe is chang'd, as ſhe had never been. 

Pet. Nay, I will win my wager better yet, 

And ſhow more ſign of her obedience, 

Her new- built virtue and obedience. 


Enter Catharina, Bianca, and jVidow. 


See where ſhe comes, and brings your froward 
BEE. = | 
As priſoners to her womanly perſuaſion. 
Catharine, that cap of yours becomes you not; 
Off with that bauble, throw it under foot. 
[ She, pulls off her cap, and throws it down. 
Vid. Lord let me never have a cauſe to ſigh, 

Till I be brought to ſuch a filly paſs ! 

Bian. Fy, what a fooliſh duty.call you this? 
Luc. I would your duty were as fooliſh too! 

The wiſdom of your duty, fair Bianca, 

Coſt me an hundred crowns ſince ſupper-time. 
Bian. The more fool you, for laying on my duty. 
Pet. Catharine, I charge thee, tell theſe head- 

ſtrong women 

What duty they owe to their lords and huſbands. 
Wid. Come, come, you're mocking ; we will have 

5 no telling. „ 

Pet. Come on, I ſay, and firſt begin with her. 
Wid. She ſhall not. 
Pet. I ſay, ſhe ſhall; and firſt begin with her. 
pee Fy! fy! unknit that threatning unkind 
row, 

And dart not ſcornful glances from theſe eyes, 

To wound thy lord, thy king, thy governor. 

It blots thy beauty, as froſts bite the meads,; 
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Confounds thy fame, as whirlwinds ſhake fair buds 


ba * 
> 2 


And in no ſenſe is meet or amiable. | 
A woman mov'd is like a fountain troubled, 
Muddy, ill-ſeeming, thick, bereft of beauty ; 
And while it is ſo, none ſo dry or thirſty 
Will-deign to ſip or touch one drop of it. 
Thy huſband is thy lord, thy life, thy keeper, 
Thy head, thy ſovereign ; one that cares for thee, 
And for thy maintenance: comiits his body | 
To painful labour, both by ſea and land; 
To watch the night in ſtorms, the day in cold, 
While thou ly'ſt warm at home, ſecure and ſafe, 
And craves no other tribute at thy hands, 
But love, fair looks, and true obedience ; 
Too little payment for ſo great a debt. 
Such duty as the ſubject owes the prince, 
Even tuch a woman oweth to her huſband : : 
And when ſhe's froward, peevith, ſullen, four, 
And not obedient to his honeſF will, 
What is ſhe but a foul contending rebel, 
And graceleſs traitor to her loving lord? 
J ain aſham'd that women are fo ſimple, 
To offer war where they ſhould kneel for peace, 
Or ſeek for rule, ſupremacy, and ſway, 
When they are bound ro ſerve, love, and obey. 
Why are our bodies {oft, and weak, and ſmooth, 
Unapt to toil and trouble in the world, 
But that our ſoft eonditions and our hearts 
Should well agree with our external parts? 
Come, come, you froward and unable worms, 
My mind hath been as big as one of yours, 
My heart as great, my reaſon. haply more, 
To bandy word for word, and frown for frown ; 
But now I ſee our launces are but ſtraws, 
Our ſtrength as weak, our weakneis paſt compare; 
That ſeeming to be moſt, which we indeed leaſt are. 
Then vale your ſtomachs, for it is no boot, 
And place your hands below your huſband's foot: 
In token of which duty, if he pleaſe, 
My hand 1s ready, may it do him eaſe. 

Pet, Why, there's a wench : come on, and kiſs 

me, Kate. 
: p ET, 
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* go thy ways, eld lad, for thou ſhalt, 
a't | 


Vin. 'Tis a good hearing, when children are to- 
| ward. | ; 7 
Luc. ws a harſh hearing, when women are fro- 
ward. 10 | 
Pet. Come, Kate, we'll to bed; 
We three are married, but you two are ſped, 
'Twas I won the wager, tho? you hit the “ white; 
And being a winner, God give you good night. 
 [Exeunt Petruchio and Catharine. 
Hor. Now go thy ways, thou haſt tam'd a curs'd- 


ſhrew. 
Luc. Tis a wonder, by your leave, ſhe will be. 
tam'd ſo. [Exeunt omnes. 


Enter two ſervants bearing Sly in his own apparel], . 
and leaving him on the ſtage. Then enter a 


Tapfter, 


Sly awaking. ] Sim, give's ſome more vine hat, 
all the players gone? am not I a lord? 
Tap. I lord, with a miurrain! come, art thou 
drunk ſtill? | 
Sly. Who's this? Tapſter ! oh, I have had the 
braveſt dream that.ever thou heardſt in all thy, life. 
Tap. Yea, marry, but thou hadſt beſt get thee 
home, 15 your wife will curſe you for dreaming 
here all night. | | 
Sly. 17 ſhe ? I know how to tame a ſhrew, I 
- dreamt upon it all this night, and thou haſt uad 
me out oF the beſt.dream that ever I Had. But "ll, 
to my wife, and tame her too, if ſhe anger me. 


* To hit the white is a phraſe borrowed from ar - 
chery : the mark was commonly white. Here it alludes - 
to the name Bianca, or.-white, Johnſon. . 
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Dramatis Perſons: ( 


SALINUS, duke of Epheſus. 
AEGEON, a merchant of Syracuſe. 
twin-brothers, and ſons 

ANTIPHOLIS of Epheſus, . to geon and Emilia, 
ANTI HOL Is of Syracuſe, ( but unknown to ea 

5 7 other. | 1 
DROMITO of eee N et and ſlaves to 
DRoMIo of Syracuſe, ) the two Antipholis's. 
BALTHAZAR, a merchant. | 
ANGEL o, a goldſmith. 
A Merchant, friend to Antipholis of Syracuſe, 
Dr PiN c, a ſchool-maſter, and a conjurer. 


EMIL IA, wife to Ægeon, an Abbeſs at Epheſus. 
Ap RIAN4A, wife to Antipholis of Epheſus. 
LUCIANA, ſiſter to Adriana. 

Luck; ſervant to Adriana. 


Jailor, officers, and other attendants. 
SCENE, Epheſus. 


This play is taken from the Menacmi of Plantic. 
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ACK tb SCENE. L: 
. The Duke's Palace. 


Enter the Duke: of Epheſas, AMgeon,. Jailot, and 
other Atrendants. | 


Ageon. 


Roceed, 'Salinus, to procure my fall., 
And by the doom of death end woes and all. 
#. Duke. Merchant of Syracuſa, plead no more; 
J am not partial to infringe our laws: 
The enmity and diſcord which of late 
Sprung from the ranc'rous outrage of your Duke, 
To merchants, our well-dealing: countrymen, 
(Who, wanting gilders to redeem their lives, 
Have ſeaPd his rigorous ſtatutes with their bloods) 
Excludes all pity from our threatning looks. 
For, ſince the mortal and inteſtine jars 
Twixt thy ſeditious countrymen and us, 
It hath in ſolemn ſynods been decreed, 
Both by the Syracuſans and ourſelves, 
T' admit no traffic to our adverſe towns. 
Nay, more ; if any born at Epheſus 
Be ſeen at Syracuſan marts and fairs; 
Again, if any Syracuſan born 
Come to the bay of Epheſus, he dies : 
His goods confiſcate to the Duke's diſpoſe, 
Unleſs a thouſand marks be levied | 
To quit the penalty, and ranſom him, 
Thy fubſtance, valu'd at the higheſt rate, 


Cannot amount unto a hundred marks; 
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Therefore by law thou art condemn'd to die. 
Ageon. Vet this my comfort, when your words 


i are done, ; 
My woes end likewiſe with the evening ſun. 


Duke. Well, Syracuſan, ſay, in brief, the cauſe” 


Why thou depirtedſt from thy native home; 

And for what cauſe thou cam'ſt to Epheſus. 
Ageon. 2 -heavier taſk could not have been im- 

os d, : : | 

Than I to ſpeak my grief unſpeakable : 

Yet that the world may witneſs that my end 

Was wrought by nature *, not by vile offence, - 

I'Il utter what my ſorrow gives me leave. 

In Syracuſa was I born, and wed 

Unto a woman, happy but for me; 

And by me too, had not our hap been bad. 

With her I liv'd in joy; our wealth increas'd, 

By proſperous voyages I often made 

To Epidamnum; *til my factor's death, 

And the great care of goods at random left, 


Drew me from kind embracements of my ſpouſe; . 


From whom my abſence was not ſix months old, 
Before herſelf, almoſt at fainting under 

The pleaſing puniſhment that women bear, 

Had made proviſion for her following me, 

And ſoon, and ſafe, arrived where I was. 
There ſhe had not been long, but ſhe became 
A joyful mother of two goodly ſons ; 


And, which was ſtrange, the one ſo like the other, 


As could not be diſtinguiſh'd but by names, 
That very hour, and in the ſelf-ſame inn, 
A*poor mean woman was delivered 

Of ſuch a burden; male-twins both alike : 
Thoſe, for their parents were exceeding poor, - 
I bought, and brought up to attend my ſons. 
My wife, not Fans proud of two ſuch boys, 
Made daily motions for our home return: 
Unwilling, I agreed. Alas, too ſoon 

We came aboard. 


* 7. e. by a natural event, by the courſe · of provi- 


dence. Johnſon. 
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A league from Epidamnum had we ſaibd, 
Before the always- wind- obeying deep | 
Gave any tragic inſtance of our harm ; 

But longer did we not retain much hope : 

For what obſcured light the heav'ns did grant, 
Did but convey into: our-fearful minds 

A doubtful. warrant of immediate death ; _ 
Which, tho' myſelf would gladly have embrac'd, 
Yet the inceſſant weeping of my wife, | 
Weeping before, for what ſhe ſaw muſt come, 
And piteous plainings of the pretty babes, 

That mourn'd for faſhion, ign'rant what to fear, 
Forc'd me to ſeek delays for them and me: 
And this it was; for other means were none. 
The ſailors ſought for ſafety by our boat, 

And left the ſhip; then ſmking-ripe, to us; 
My wife, more careful for the elder-born, 
Had faſten'd him unto a ſmall ſpare maſt, 
Such as ſea-faring men provide for ſtorms ; . 
To him one of the other twins. was. bound, . 
Whilſt J had been like heedful of the other. 
The children thus ya e my wife and I,. 
Fixing our eyes on whom our. care was fix'd, . 
Faſten'd ourſelves at either end the maſt; 

And floating ſtraight, obedient to the ſtream, 
Were carry'd towards Corinth, as we thought. 
At length the ſun, gazing upon the earth, 
Diſpers'd thoſe vapours that offended us; 

And, by the benefit of his wifſh*d light, 

The ſeas wax'd calm; and we diſcovered 

Two ſhips from far making amain to us, 

Of Corinth that, of Epidaurus this. 

But ere they came oh, let me ſay. no more! 
Gather the ſequel by that went. before. 

Dake. Nay, forward, old man, do not break off ſoz : 
For we may pity, tho? not pardon thee. 

Z£ge0n.- Oh, had the gods done ſo, I had not now 
Worthily term'd them mercileſs to us; | 
For ere the ſhips could meet, by twice five leagues, -. 
We were encountred by a mighty rock ; 

Which being violently borne upon, 
Our helpleſs ſhip was ſplitted in. the midſt: 


een 


— 


— 


— . 2 1 
— th — —_— — —— 
rr 8 F 


230 The COM EE D Y AL 


So that, in this unjuſt divorce of us, 
Fortune had left to both of us alike 


What to delight in, what to ſorrow for. 


Her part, poor ſoul: ſeeming as burdened 

With leſler weight, but not with lefler woe, 
Was carry'd with more ſpeed before the wind, 
And in our ſight they three were taken up 

B, fiſhermen of Corinth, as we thought. 

At length, another ſhip had ſeiz'd on us; 

And knowing whom it was their hap to fave, 
Gave helpful welcome to their ſhipwreck gueſts; 
And would have reft the fiſhers of their prey, 


Had not their bark been very flow of fail ; 


And therefore homeward did they bend their 
courſe. — | 

Thus have you heard me ſever'd from my bliſs ;. 

That * by misfortunes was my life prolong'd, 

To tell fad ſtories of my own miſhaps. | 

Duke. And, for the ſakes of them thou ſorrow'ſt 

Do mie the favour to dilate at full [for, 

What hath befall'n of them, and thee, 'till now, 
ZEgeon. My youngeſt boy, and yet my eldeſt cars, 


At eighteen years became inquiſitive 


After his brother; and importun'd me, 

That his attendant, (for his caſe was like, 

Reft ot his brother, but retain'd his name, ) 

Might bear him company in queſt of him: 

Whom whilſt I labour'd of a love to ſee, 

L hazarded the loſs of whom I lov'd. 

Five {ummers have I ſpent in fartheſt Greece, 

Roaming clean through the bounds of Aſia, 

And coaſting homeward, came to Epheſus : 

Hopeleſs to find, yet loth to-leave unſought, 

Or that, or any place that harbours men. 

But here muſt end the ſtory of my life; 

And happy were I in my timely. death, 

Could all my travels warrant me they live. | 
Duke. Hapleſs Kgeon, whom the fates have: 


To bear tl extremity of dire miſhap !_ markt 


I rather fancy Shakeſpeare wrote, Thus by miſs 
fortunes, . &c. Re viſal. 
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Now, truſt me, were it not againſt our laws, 
(Which Princes, would they, may not diſannul;) 
Againſt my crown, my oath, my dignity, 

My foul ſhould ſue as advocate for thee, 

But, tho? thou art adjudged to the death, 
And paſſed ſentence may not be recall'd, 

But to our honour's great diſparagement 

Yet will I favour thee in what I can; 

J therefore, merchant, limit thee this day, 
To ſeek thy life by beneficial help : 

Try all the friends thou haſt in Epheſus, 

Beg thou, or borrow, to make up the ſum, 
And live; if not, then thou art doom'd to die, 
Jailor, take him to thy.cuſtody. 


[Exeunt Duke, and train, 
Fail. J will, my Lord. | 


Z£ge0n. Hopeleſs and helpleſs doth Rgeon wend, 
inate his liveleſs end. | | 
 [Exeunt Ægeon and Failors 
Changes to the Street, 
Euter Antipholis of Syracuſe, a Merchant, and 
Dromio. 


Mer. Therefore give out you are of Epidamnum, 


Leſt that your goods too ſoon be confiſcate. 


This very day a Syracuſan merchant 

Is apprehended for arrival here: 

And not being able to buy out his life, 
According to the ſtatute of the town, 
Dies ere the weary ſun ſet in the welt. 
There is your money, that I had to keep. 


Ant Go bear it to the Centaur, where we hoſt; 


And ſtay there, Dromio, till T come to thee: 
Within this hour it will be dinner-time; 
Till that I'll view the manners of the town, 
Peruſe the traders, gaze upon the buildings, 
And then return and ſleep within mine inn; 
For with long travel I am {tiff and weary. 
Get thee away. 
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Dro. Many a man would take you at your word, 
And go indeed, having ſo good a means. 
[Exit Dromio. 


890 


ö Ant. A truſty villain, Sir, that very oft, 
| When I am dull with care and melancholy, 
| Lightens my humour with his merry jeſts. 


What, will you walk with me about the town, 
And then go to the inn and dine with me ? 
| Mer. I am invited, Sir, to certain merchants, 
| Of whom I hope to make much benefit : 
| I crave your pardon. Soon, at five o'clock, 
j Pleaſe you, I'll meet with you upon the mart, 
q And afterward conſort with you till bed-time : 
My preſent buſineſs calls me from you now. 
Ant. Farewell *till then; I will go loſe myſelf, 
And wander up and down to view the city. 
Mer. Sir, I commend you to your own content. 
I Exit Merchant. 


SCENE .. 


Ant. He that commends me to my own content, 
Commends me to the thing I cannot get. 
I to the world am like a drop of water, 
That in the ocean ſeeks another drop, 
Who falling there to find his fellow forth, | 
Unſeen, inquiſitive, confounds himſelf; þ 
So I, to find a mother and a brother, 
In queſt of them, unhappy, loſe myſelf. 


- Enter Dromio of Epheſus. 


Here comes the almanack of my true date. 
What now? how chance thou art return'd ſo ſoon? 
E. 3 Return'd fo ſoon! rather approach'd too 
ate: | 
The capon burns, the pig falls from the ſpit. 
The clock has ſtrucken twelve upon the bell; L 
My miſtreſs made it one upon my cheek; ' N 
] 
] 
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She is fo hot. becauſe the meat is cold; 
The meat is cold, becauſe you come not home; 
You come not home, becauſe you have no ſto- 
mach; 
You have no ſtomach, having broke your faſt; 


k, 
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But we, that know what 'tis to faſt and pray, 
Are penitent for your default to day. 
Ant. Stop in your wind, Sir; tell me this, I pray, 
Where you have left the money that I gave you? 
E. m Oh, —ſizpence, that I had a Wedneſday 
la 8 / 
To pay the ſaddler for my miſtreſs? crupper? 
The ſadler had it, Sir; I kept it not. 
Ant. I am not in a ſportive humour now; 
Tell me, and dally not, where is the money? 
We being ſtrangers here, how dar'ſt thou truſt 
So great a charge from thine own cuſtody ? 
E. Dro. I pray you, jeſt, Sir, as you fit at dinner: 
I from my miſtreſs come to you in poſt; 
If I return, I ſhall be poſt indeed; 
For ſhe will ſcore your fault upon my pate : 
Methinks your maw, like mine, ſhould be your 
And itrike you home without a meſſenger. [clock ; 
Ant. Come, Dromio, come, theſe jelts are out of 
_ ſeaſon; 
Reſerve them 'till a merrier hour than this: 
Where is the gold I gave in charge to thee? 
E. Dro, To me, Sir? why, you gave no gold to me. 
Ant. Come on, Sir Knave, have done your fool- 
iſhneſs ; 
And tell me how thou haſt diſpos'd thy charge? 
E. Dro. My charge was but to fetch you from 
the mart | 
Home to your houſe, the Phoenix, Sir, to dinner: 
My miſtreſs and her ſiſter ſtay for you. 
Ant. Now, as I am a Chriſtian, anſwer me 
In what ſafe place you have beſtow?d my money; 
Or I ſhall break that merry ſconce of yours, 
That ſtands on tricks when J am undiſpos'd. 
Where are the thouſand marks thou hadſt of me? 
E. Dro. Thave ſome marks of yours upon my pate; 
Some of my miſtreſs? marks upon my 2 
But not a thouſand marks between you both, — 
If IJ ſhould pay your worſhip thoſe again, ; 
Perchance you will not bear them patiently. 
Ant. Thy miſtreſs? marks ? arte e flave, 


haſt thou? 
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Being forbid ? there, take you that, Sir Knave. 


Nay, an you will not, Sir, Ill take my heels. 


As nimble jugglers, that deceive the eye; 


__- N[Either my huſband nor the ſlave return'd, 


E. Dro. Your worſhip's wife, my miſtreſs at the 
Phoenix; | | 
She that doth faſt *till you come home to dinner, 
And prays that you will hie you home to dinner. 
Ant. What, wilt thou flout me thus unto my face, 


E. Dro. What mean you, Sir? for God's ſake 
hold your hands. 


[Exit Dromio. 
Ant. Upon my life, by ſome device or other 
The villain is o'er-raught + of all my money. 
They ſay this town is full of cozenage; 
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Dark-working ſorcerers, that change the mind; 
Soul-killing witches, that deform the body ; 
Ditguiſed cheaters, prating mountebanks, 

And many ſuch like libertines of ſin : 

If it prove fo, I will be gone the ſooner, 

I'll to the Centaur to go ſeek this flave ; 

1 greatly fear my money is not ſafe. [Exit, 


The Houſe of Antipholus of Epheſus. 


Enter Adriana and Luciana. 
| VV 


That in ſuch haſte I ſent to ſeek his maſter! 
Sure, Luciana, it is two o'clock. 
Luc. Perhaps ſome merchant hath invited him, 
And from the mart he's ſomewhere gone to dinner. 

Good ſiſter, let us dine, and never fret. 
A man is maſter of his liberty : by 
Time is their maſter; and when they ſee time, 
"They'll go or come: if ſo, be patient, ſiſter. 
Adr. Why ſhould their liberty than ours be more ? th 
Luc. Becauſe their buſineſs ſtill lyes out a- door. * 


+ That is, over-reached, Johnſon, | a 
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Adr. Look, when I ſerve him fo, he takes it ill, 
Lu, Oh, know he is the bridle of your will, 
Adr. There's none but aſſes will be bridled ſo. 
Luc. Why, head-flrong liberty is laſh'd with woe, 
There's nothing ſituate under heaven's eye, 
But hath its bound in earth, in tea, in ſky: 
The beaſts, the fiſhes, and the winged fowls, 
Are their males” ſubjects, and at their controuls : 
Man, more divine, the maſter of all theie, 
Lord of the wide world, and wide wat'ry ſeas, 
Indu'd with intellectual ſenſe and ſoul, 
Of more pre-eminence than fiſh and fow], 
Are maſters to their females, and their lords; 
Then let your will attend on their accords. 
Adr. This ſervitude makes you to keep unwed. 
Luc. Not this, but troubles of the marriage-bed. 
| 1 were you wedded, you would bear jome 
way. 
Luc. Ere:I learn love, I'll practiſe to obey. - 
Adr. How if your huſband ſtart ſome other where? 
Luc. Fill he come home again, I would forbear, 
Adr. Patience unmov'd, —no marvel tho? the pauſe; 
They can be meek that have no other cauſe ; * 
A wretched ſoul, bruis'd with adverſity, 
We bid be quiet, when we hear it cry; | 
But were we burden'd with like weight of pain, 
As much, or moye,.we-ſhould ourſelves complain. 
So thou, that haſt no unkind mate to grieve thee, 
With urging helpleſs patience wouldſt relieve me: 
But if thou live to ſee like right bereft, _ 
This fool-begg'd “ patience in thee will be left. 
Luc. Well, I will marry one day but to try; 
Here comes your man, now is your huſband nigh. 


8 CHE NE IM 
Enter Dromio of Epheſus. 
Adr. Say, is your tardy maſter now at hand? 


She ſeems to mean, by fool-begg*d patience, that pa» 
tience which is ſo near to idiotical ſimplicity, that your next 
relation would take advantage from it to repreſent you as 


a. fool, and beg the guardianſhip of your fortune. John. 
Y 2 
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E. Dro. Nay, he's at two hands with me, and 
that my two ears can witneſs. | 

Adr. Say, did'ſt thou ſpeak with him? know'ſt 
thou his mind? 

E Dro. Ay, ay, he told his mind upon mine ear. 
Beſhrew his hand, I ſcarce could underſtand it. 

Luc. Spake he ſo doubtfully, thou couldſt not 
feel his meaning ? 

ZE. Dro. Nay, he ſtrack fo plainly, I could too 
well feel his blows ; and wirhal ſo doubtfully, that 
J could ſcarce underſtand them. | 

Adr But ſay, I pr'ythee, is he coming home? 
It ſeems he hath great care to pleaſe his wife. 

E. . miſtreſs, ſure my maſter is horn- 

mad. 

Adr. Horn- mad, thou villain ? 

E. Dro, I mean not cuckold-mad; but, ſure he's 

ſtark mad. | 
When 1 deſir'd him to come home to dinner, 
He aſc'd me for a thouſand marks in gold. 
'Tis dinner-time, quoth I. My gold, quoth he. 
Your meat doth burn, quoth I. My gold, quoth he. 
Will you come home, quoth I? My gold, quoth he. 
Where is the thouſand marks J gave thee, villain ? 
The pig, quoth I, is burn'd My gold, quoth he. 
My miſtreis, Sir, quoth I. Hang up thy miſtreſs; 
I know not thy miſtreſs ; out on thy miſtreſs! 

Luc. Quoth who ? 

E. Dro. Quoth my maſter. 

1 know, quoth he, no houſe, no wife, no miſtreſs; 
So that my errand, due unto my tongue, 
I thank him, I bare home upon my ſhoulders : 
For, in concluſion, he did beat me there. 2 8 
Ow back again, thou flave, and fetch him 
| ome. 

E. Dro. Go back again, and be new beaten home ? 
For God's ſake fend ſome other meſſenger. 

Adr. Back, ſlave, or I will break thy pate acroſs. 

E. Dro. And he will bleſs that croſs with other 
Between you I ſhall have a holy head. beating. 

8 prating peaſant, fetch thy maſter 

ome. 
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E. Dro. Am I ſo round with you as you with me, 
That like a foot-ball you do ſpurn me thus ? 
You ſpurn me hence, and he will ſpurn me hither: 


"it If I laſt in this ſervice, you mult caſe me in leather. 
= (Exit. 
G NH, | 
lot Luc. Fy, how impatience lowreth in your face! 
Ard. His company muſt do his minions grace, 
44 Whilſt I at home ſtarve for a merry look. 
at Hath. homely age th? alluring beauty took 


From my poor cheek? then he hath waſted it. 
Are my diſcourſes dull? barren my wit? 
If voluble and ſharp diſcourſe be marr'd, 
25 Unkindneſs blunts it, more than marble hard. 
Do their gay veſtments his affections bait? 
i That's not my fault: he's maſter of my ſtate. 
8 What ruins are in me, that can be found 
By him not ruin'd? then is he the ground 
Of my defeatures. My decayed fair 
A ſunny look of his would ſoon repair. 
But, too unruly deer, he breaks the pale, 
And feeds from home; poor I am but his ſtale. 
Luc. Self-harming jealouſy !—fy, beat it hence. 
Adr. Unfeeling fools can with ſuch wrongs diſ- 
enſe. | 
1 know his eye doth homage other-where ; 
Or elſe what letts it, but he would þe here ? 
Siſter, you know he promis'd me a chain; 
Would that alone, alone, he would detain, . 
So he would keep fair quarter with his. bed. 
J ſee the jewel beſt enamelled, a 
Will loſe his beauty; and the gold *bides ſtill F, . 
That others touch; yet often touching will 
Wear gold: and ſo no man that hath a name, 
But falſehood and corruption doth it ſhame, 


The Reviſal reads thus, 
yet the gold 'bides till 
That others touch, though often touching will“ 
Wear gold, and ſo à man that hath a name, 


By falſchood and corruption, doth it ſhame: - 
> 2 
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Since that my beauty cannot pleaſe his eye, 

I'll weep what's left away, and weeping die. : 

Luc. How many fond fools ſerve mad jealouſy! ) 

| [I [Exeunt, 


0 RE N E lv. 
Changes to the Street. 


Enter Antipholis of Syracuſe. 


Ant. The gold I gave to Dromio is laid up 
Safe at the Centaur: and the heedful ſlave 
Is wander'd forth in care to ſeek me out. 
By computation, and mine hoſt's report, 
I could not ſpeak with Dromio, ſince at firſt 
I ſent him from the mart. See, here he comes. 


Enter Dromio of Syracuſe. - 


How now, Sir? is your merry humour alter'd? 
As you love ſtrokes, ſo jeſt with me again. 
You know no Centaur? you receiv'd no gold? 
Your miſtreſs ſent to have me home to dinner? 
My houſe was at the Phoenix? Waſt thou mad, 
That thus ſo madly thou didſt anſwer me? 
S. Dro. What anſwer, Sir? when ſpoke I ſuch a 
word ? 15 
Ant. Even now, even here, not half an hour ſince. 
S. Dro. I did not ſee you finee you ſent me hence, 
Home to the Centaur, with the gold you gave me. 
Ant. Villian, thou didſt deny the gold's receipt, 
And told'ſt me of a miſtreſs, and a dinner; 
For which, I hope, thou felt'ſt I was diſpleas'd. 
F. Dro. Pm glad to ſee you in this merry vein : 
What means this jeſt, I pray you, maſter, tell me? 
Ant. Yea, doſt thou jeer and flout me in the teeth? 
Think'ſt thou I jeſt? Hold, take thou that, and 
that. [Beats Dro. 
S. Dro. Hold, Sir, for God's fake, now your jeſt: 
is earneſt; | 
Upon what bargain-do you = it me? 
Ant. Becauſe that I familiarly ſometimes. 
Do uſe you for my fool, and chat with you, 
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Your ſawcineſs will jeſt upon my love, | 
And make a common of my ſerious hours. 


When the ſun ſhines, let fooliſh gnats make ſport ; 


But creep in crannies when he hides his beams; 
If you will jeſt with me, know my aſpect, 

And faſhion your demeanor to my looks, 

Or I will beat this method in your ſconce. 

S. Dro. Sconce, call you it? ſo you would leave 
battering, I had rather have it a head. An you uſe 
theſe blows long, I muſt get a ſconce for my head, 
and inſconce it too, or elle I ſhall ſeek my wit in 
my {houlders. But I pray, Sir, why am I beaten? 

Ant. Doſt thou-not know ? * 

S. Dro. Nothing, Sir, but that I am beaten. 

Ant. Shall I tell you why? 

S. Dro. Ay, Sir, and wherefore; for they ſay 
every why hath a wherefore. 

Ant. Why, firſt, for flouting me; and then, 
wherefore, for urging it the ſecond time to me. 

S. Dro. Was there ever any man thus beaten 

out of ſeaſon, . 
When, in the why, and wherefore, is. neither 
| rhime nor reaſon? | 
Well, Sir, I thank you. | 

Ant. Thank me, Sir, for what ? 

S. Dro. Marry, Sir, for this ſomething that you 
gave me for nothing. 

Ant. I'll make you amends next, to give you no- 
thing for ſomething. But ſay, Sir, is it dinner-time ? 
S. Dro. No, Sir, I think the meat wants that I 
have. 5 

Ant. In good time, Sir, what's that? 

S. Dro. Baſting. 

Ant. Well, Sir, then "twill be dry. 

S. Dro. If it be, Sir, I pray you eat none of it, 

Ant. Your reaſon? © | 

S. Dro. Leſt it make you choleric, and pur- 
chaſe me another dry-baſting. | 

Ant. Well, Sir, learn to jeſt in good time; 
there's a time for all things. 


S. Dro. I durſt have deny'd that, before you. 


were ſo choleric. TY 
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Ant. By what rule, Sir? 


A 


S. Dro; Marry, Sir, by a rule as plain as the : 
plain bald pate of father Time himſelf, i 
Ant. Let's hear it. 


S. Dro. There's no time for a man to recover 
his hair, that grows bald by nature. 

Ant. May he not do it by fine and recovery ? 

S. Dro. Yes, to pay a fine for a peruke, and re- 
cover the loſt hair of another man. | 

Ant. Why 1s Time ſuch a niggard of hair, being, 
as it is, ſo plentiful an excrement? . 

S. Dro. Becauſe it is a bleſſing that he beſtows 
on beaſts; and what he hath ſcanted men in hair, 
he hath given them in wit. 2 

Ant. Why, but there's many a man hath more 
hair than wit. a 

SF. Dro. Not a man of thoſe but he hath the wi 
to loſe: his hair. | 

Ant. Why, thou didſt conclude hairy men plain 
dealers without wit. 

S. Dro. The plainer dealer, the ſooner loſt ; yet 
he loſeth it in a kind of jollity. 

Ant. For what reaſon ? 

S. Dro. For two, and ſound ones too. 

Ant. Nay, not ſound, I pray you. 

S. Dro. Sure ones then. | 

Ant. Nay, not ſure in a thing falſing 4. 

S. Dro. Certain ones then.. | 

Ant. Name them. | 

S. Dro. The one to ſave the money that he 
pends in tyring ; the other, that at dinner they 
ſhould not drop in his porridge. 

Ant. You would all this time have prov'd, there 
is no time for all things. . 

S. Dro. Marry, and did, Sir; namely, no time to 
recover hair loſt by nature. 

Ant. But your reaſon was not ſubſtantial, why 
there is no time to recover. 


FS. Dro. Thus I mend it: Time himſelf is bald, 
* ] ſuppoſe we ſhould read falling. Rcviſal. 


Err 


I 


he 


er 
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and therefore to the world's end will have bald 
followers. ; | 

Ant. I knew *twould be a bald concluſion ; but, 
ſoft ! who wafts us yonder ? | 


V 
Enter Adriana and Luciana. 


Adr. Ay, ay, Antipholis, look ſtrange, and frown; 
Some other miſtreſs hath thy iweet aſpects : 
I am not Adriana, nor thy wife. | 
The time was once, when thou, unurg*d, wouldſt vow, 
That never words were mulic to thine ear, 
That never object pleaſing in thine eye, 
That touch well never welcome to thy hand, 
That never meat ſweet-ſavour'd in thy taſte, 
Unleſs I ſpake, or look'd, or touch'd, or carv'd. 
How comes it now, my huſband ; oh, how comes it 
That thou art thus eſtranged from thyſelf ? 
Thyſelf I call it, being ſtrange to me: 
That undividable, incorporate, 
Am better than thy dear lelt's better part. 
Ah, do not tear away thyſelf from me: 
For know, my love, as eaſy may'ſt thou fall 
A drop of water in the breaking gulph, 
And take unmingled thence that drop again, 
Without addition or diminiſhing, 
As take from me thyſelf, and not me too. 
How dearly would it touch thee to the quick, 
Shouldſt thou but hear I were licentious? 
And that this body, conſecrate to thee, 
By ruthan luſt ſhould be contaminate ? 
Wouldſt thou not ſpit at me, and ſpurn at me, 
And hurl the name of huſband in my face, 
And tear the ſtain'd ſkin of my harlot-brow, 
And from my falſe hand cut the wedding-ring, 
And break it with a deep-divorcing vow ? 
I know thou canſt; and therefore, ſee thou do it. 
I am poſſeſs'd with an adulterate blot ; 
My blood is mingled with the crime of luſt * : 


Both the integrity of the metaphor, and the word 
blot, in the preceding line, ſhew that we ſhould read, 
vii the grime of luſt ; i. e. the Hain, ſmut. Ward. 
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For if we tuo be one, and thou play falſe, 
J do digeſt he poiton of thy flo ſll, 
Being ſtrumpeted by thy contagion. 
Keep then tir |cague and truce with thy true bed; 
J live diſ-tain'd, thou undithonoured Þ. 
Am. Picad you to me, fair dame? I know you. 
not: I | 
In Epheſus I aw but but two hours old, 
As ſtrange unto your town, as to your talk. 
Who, every word by all my wit being ſcann'd, 
V ants wit in all, one word to underſtand. 
Luc. Fy, brother! how the world is chang'd 
with you: 5 
When were you wont to uſe my ſiſter thus? 
She ient for you by Dromio-home to dinner, 
Ant. By Dronio? | A 
S. Dro. By me? 
Adr. 0 thee; and thus thou didſt return from 
im, 
That he did buffet thee; and in his blows 
Deny'd my houſe for his, me for his wife. 
Ant. Did you converſe, Sir, with this gentle- 
woman ? 1 498 
What is the courſe and drift of your compact? 
S. Dro. I, Sir? I never ſaw her till this time. 
Ant. Villain, thou lieſt; for even her very words 
Didſt thou deliver to me on the mart. | 
S. Dro. I never ſpoke with her in all my life. 


Ant. How can ſhe thus then call us by our names, 


Unleſs it be by infpiration ? | 

Adr. How ill agrees it with your gravity, 
To counterfeit thus groſly with your ſlave, 
Abetting him to thwart me in my mood? 
Be it my wrong you are from me exempt *, ö 
But wrong not that wrong, with a more contempt. 
Come, I will faſten on this ſleeve of thine; 
Thou art an elm, my huſband, I a vine: 


+ Ilive diſtain'd, thou diſbonour d. Reviſal. 

* Exempt, ſeparated, parted. The ſenſe is, FI m 
doomed to juffer the wrong of ſeparation, yet injure net with 
contempt me, who am already injured. Johnſon. 


* 
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Whoſe weakneſs, marry'd to thy ſtronger ſtate, 
Makes me with thy ſtrength to communicate, 
If aught poſſeſs thee from me, it is drols, 
Uiurping ivy, brier, or idle moſs; 
Mo, all for want of pruning, with intruſion 
Infect thy lap, and live on thy cenfuſion. 
Ant. To me ſhe ſpeaks; ſhe moves me for her 
theme. To 
What, was I married to her in my dream? 
Or ſleep I now, and think I hear al! this ? 
What error, dri es our eyes and ears amils ? 
Uni) 1 know this ſure uncertainty, 
Pi! -mertain the fa our'd fallacy. 
Luc. Droio. go bid the 3 ſpread for 
dinner Z ; 
S. Dro. Oh. for my beads! I croſs me for a 
ſinner. 
This is the Faire land: oh, ſpight of ſpights ! 
We talk with goblins, owls, and elvith ſprights; 
If we obey them not, this wiil enſue, 

They'll gg our breath, and pinch us black and 
Luc. Why prar'ſt thou to thyſelf, and anſwer'ft 
not: a 
Dromio, thou drone, thou ſnail, thou ſlug, thou ſot! 
S. Dro. JI am transformed, maſter, am not I? 

Aut. J think thou art in mind, and ſo a I. 
S. Dro. Nay, maſter, both in mind, and in my 
ape. 
Ant Thou haſt thine own form. 
S. Dro. No, 1 am an ape 
Luc. If thou art chang'd to aught, 'tis to an als. 
S. Dro. bn true, ſhe rides ine, and I Jong for 
Tas: 
*Tis fo, I am an als. elſe it could never be, 
But I ſhould know her, as well ſhe knows me. 
Adr. Come, come, no longer will I be a fool, 
To put the finger in the eve and weep, 
Whilſt man and maſter laugh my woes to ſcorn. 
Come, Sir, to dinner; Dromio, keep the gate. 
. Pl dinc abe with you to- day, 
And ſhrive you of a thouland idle pranks. 
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Sirrah, if any aſk you for your maſter, 7 
Say he dines forth, and let no creature enter, 
Come, ſiſter. Dromio, play the porter well. | 
Aut. Am I in earth, in heaven, or in hell? 11 
| Sleeping or waking, mad or well advis'd? 
Known unto theſe, and to myſelf diſguis'd ? 
Pl; lay as.they (ay, and perſever ſo, 
And in this wiſt at all adventures go. 
S. Dro» Maſter, ſhall I be porter at the gate? 
Adr. Ay, let none enter, leſt T break your pate. 
Luc. Come, come, Antipholis, we dine too late. 
| [Exeunt, 


CT I  SCENS I. 
The Street before Antipholis's Houſe, 
Enter Antipholis of Epheſus, Dromio of Epheſus, 


Angelo, and Balthazar. 
E. Antipholis. 


00D wy e Angelo, you muſt excuſe us; 
My wife is ſhrewiſh when J keep not hours, 
Say hat I linger'd with you at your ſhop, 
To {ee the making of her carkanet *; 5 
And that to- morrow you will bring it home. 
But here's a villain that would face me down ] 
He met me on the mart, and that I beat him, 
And 1 him with a thouſand marks in gold, 
A1:d that I did deny my wife and houſe: 
Thou drunkard, thou, what didſt thou mean by this? 
E. Dro. Say what you will, Sir; but I know 
what I know; | 
Thar you beat me at the mart, I have your hand to 
ſhow; | 
If the ſkin were parchment, and the blows you gave 
were ink, | 
Your own hand-writing would tell you whatT think. 


end Wd 


* Carkanet ſeetns to have been a necklace, or rather chain 


perhaps, hanging down double from the neck. Jobnſen. 


II. 


in 


Ve. 1. or KK OO KS. a. 


E. Ant. I think thou art an aſs. 

E. Dro. Marry, fo it doth appear. 
By the wrongs I ſuffer, and the blows I bear: 
I ſhould kick, being kick'd; and, being at that paſs, 
You would keep from my heels, and beware of an 


aſs. 
E. Aut. Ware ſad, Signior Balthazar. Pray God 
our chear 
May anſwer my good will, and your good welcome 
here. 


Bal. I hold your dainties cheap, Sir, and your 


welcome dear. 
E. 8 Ah, Signior Balthazar, either at fle{h or 
the -- 
A table- -ful of welcome makes ſcarce one dainty 
di 
Bal. Good meat, Sir, is common; that every 
churl affords. 
E. Ant. And welcome more common; for that's 
nothing but words. 
Bal. Small chear, and great welcome, makes a 
merry feaſt. 
E. Ant. AY, to a niggardly hoſt, and more ſparing 
ueſt: 
But 1 cates be mean, take them in good part; 
Better chear may you have, but not with better 
heart. 
But, ſoft; my door is lock'd; go bid them let us in. 
E. Dro. Maud, Bridget, Marian, Cicily, Gillian, 
Ginn! 
S. Dro. within. Mome, malt-horſe, capon, cox- 
comb, idiot, patch! 
Either get thee from the door, or fit down at the 
hatch : 
Doſt thou conjure for wenches, that thou call'ſt for 
ſuch ſtore, 
When one is one too many ? go, get thee from the 
door. 
E. Dro. What patch is made our porter? my 
maſter ſtays in the ſtreet. 
S. Drs. Let him walk from whence he came, leſt 
he catch cold on's feet, 
VOI. III. 2 
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E. * Who talks within ANCE ? Hoa, open the 
dcor. 
S. Dro. Right, Sir; I'II tell you when, an you'll 
| tell me wherefore. 

E. Ant. Wherefore? for my dinner: : I have not 
din'd to-day. 

S. Dro. Nor to-day here you muſt not; come 
again when you may. 

E. Ant. What art thou, that keep'ſt me out from 

the houſe I o We? 

S. Dro. The porter ſor this time, Sir, and my 
name is Dromio. 


E. Dro. O villain, thou haſt ſtolbn both mine of- 


fice and my name: 
The one neꝰ er got me credit, the other mickle blame. 
If thou hadſt been Dromio to-day in my place, 
Thou wouldſt have chang'd thy face for a name, or 
tmy name for an aſs. 
- Lnce. de e. What a coil is there, n ? who 
are thoſe at the gate? 
E. Dro. Let my maſter in, Luce. 
Luce. Faith no; he comes too late; 
And ſo tell your mafter. 
E. Dro. O Lord, I muſt laugh 
Have at you with a ee Hay 02? I ſet in my ſtaff? 
Luce. Have at you with another; that's, when 
can you tell ? 
S. Dro. If thy name be calPd Luce, Luce, thou 
haſt anſwer'd him well. 
E. Ant. Do you hear, you minion, you'll let us 
in, I trow? 
Luce. I thought to have aſk'd you. 
S. Dro. And you ſaid, no. 
E. Dro. So, come, help, well ſtruck; there was 
blow for blow. ; | 
E. Ant. Thou baggage, let me in. 
Luce. Can you tell for whoſe ſake ? 
E. Dro. Maſter, knock the door hard. 
Luce. Let him knock till it ake. 
E. Ant. You'll cry for this, minion, if I beat the 
door down. 
Luce. What needs all that, and a pair of ſtocks 
in the town? 


be 
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he Adr. within. ] Who is that at the __ that keeps 
all this noiſe? 
II S. Dro. By my troth, your town 1s troubled with 
unruly boys. 
ot E. Ant. Are you there, wife; you might have 
| come before. 
* Adr. Your wife, Sir Knave go, get you from 
the door. 
m E. Dro. If you went in pain, m maſter, this knave 
would go fore. s | 
y Ang. Here is neither chear, Sir, nor welcome; 
we would fain have either. 
- Bal. In debating which was beſt, we ſhall bare 
part with neither. 
5 E. Bro. They ſtand at the door, maſter; bid 
them welcome hither. 
r E. Ant. There's ſomething in the wind, that we 
cannot get in. 
) E. Dro. You would ſay fo, maſter, if your gar- 


ments were thin. 


the cold: 
It would make a man mad as a buck to be lo 
bought and {old. 
E. Ant. Go fetch me ſomething, I'll break ope 
the gate. 
S. Dro. Break any. thing here, and III break 
. your knave's pate. 


and words are but wind ; 
Ay, and break it in your face, ſo he break 1 it not 

behind. 

S. Dro. It ſeems thou wanteſt n out 
upon thee, hind! 

E. Dro. Here's too much, out upon thee! I pray 
thee, let me in. 

S, Dro. Ay, when fowls have no feathers, and 
fiſh have no fin, 

E. Ant. Well, Pllbreak in; go borrow me a crow. 

E. Dro. A crow without Es maſter, mean 
you ſo ? | 
: | — a 2 


Your cake here is warm within: you {ſtand here in 


E. Dro. A man may break a word with you, Sir, 
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For a fiſh without a fin, there's a fowl without 2 
| feather ; | | ; 
If a crow help us in, firrah, we'll pluck a crow to- 
; gether. | | 

E Ant. Go, get thee gone, fetch me an iron crow. 

Bal. Have patience, Sir: oh, let it not be ſo. 
Herein you war againſt your reputation, 

And draw within the compaſs of ſuſpect 

Tl? unviolated honour of your, wife. 

Once, this ;—your long experience of her wiſdom, 
Her ſober virtue, years, and modeſty, 

Plead on her part fome cauſe to you unknown; 
And doubt not, Sir, but ſhe will well excuſe, 
Why art this time the doors are barr'd againſt you. 
Be ruPd by me, depart in patience, 

And let us to the Tyger all to dinner; 

And about evening come yourſelf alone, 

To know the reaſon of this ſtrange reſtraint. 

If by ſtrong hand you offer to break in, 

Now in the ſtirring paſlage of the day, 

A vulgar comment will be made of it; 

And that ſuppoſed by. the common rout, 

Againſt your yet ungalled eſtimation, 

That may with foul intruſion enter in, 
And dwell upon your grave when you are dead: 
For ſlander lives upon ſucceſſion ; 

For ever hous'd, where it once gets poſſeſſion. 

E. Ant, You have prevaiPd; I willdepart in quiet; 
And, in deſpight of mirth, mean to be merry. 
I know a wench of excellent diſcourſe, 

Pretty and witty, wild, and, yet too, gentle; 
There will we dine: this woman that I mean, 
My wife, (but, I proteſt, without deſert), 

Hath oftentimes upbraided me withal ; 

To her will we to dinner. Get you home 

And fetch the chain; by this, I know, ?tis made; 

- Bring it, I pray you, to the Porcupine ; | 
For there's the houſe : that chain will I beſtow, 
(he it for nothing but to ſpight my wife), 

Upon mine hoſteſs there. Good Sir, make haſte: 
Since my own doors refuſe to entertain me, 


Ill knock elſewhere, to ſee if they'll diſdain me. 


. 


$$. E n N OEMS 269 


Ang. Tl meet you at that place ſonſe hour, Sir, 
2 i hence. 


II. 


E. Aut. Do ſo; this jeſt ſhall coſt me ſome ex- | 


O- | pence. | { Exeunt. 
v. de n 
The Houſe of Antipholis of Epheſus. 
Enter Luciana, with Antipholis of Syracuſe. 


2 Luc. And may it be that you have quite forgot 


A hufband's office? Shall, Antipholis, hate, 
Even in the ſpring of love, thy love- ſprings rot? 
Shall love, in building, grow ſo ruinate? 
1. If you did wed my ſiſter for her wealth, 
Then for her wealth's ſake uſe her with more 
kindneſs; 
Or if you like elſewhere, do it by ſtealth; 
Muffle your falſe love with ſome ſhe of blindneſs: 
Let not my ſiſter read it in your eye; 
He not thy tongue thy own ſhame's orator ; 
Look ſweet, ſpeak fair, become diſloyalty ; 
Apparel vice like virtue's harbinger : 
Bear a fair pretence, tho? your heart be tainted; 
Teach ſm the carriage of a holy ſaint ; 
Be ſecret falſe: what need ſhe be acquainted? 
What ſimple thief brags of his own attaint ? 
Tis double wrong to truant with your bed, 
And let her read it in thy looks at board : 
Shame hath a baſtard fame well managed; 
_. M deeds are double with an evil word. 
Alas, poor women! make us but believe, 
Being compact of credit, that you love us: 
Tho? others have the arm, ſhew us the fleeve; 
We in your motion turn, and you may move us, 
Then, gentle brother, get you in again; 
Comfort my ſitter, cacar her, call ker wife; 
Tis holy ſport to be a little vain, 
When the-{weet breath of fatiery conquers rife. 
S. Aut. Sweet miſtreſs, (what Vour naue 18 eiſe 
[ know not; 
Nor by what wonder you de hit on mine:) 
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Leſs in your knowledge and your grace you ſhow 
not 
Than our eartliꝰs wonder, more than earth, divine, 
Teach me, dear creature, how to think and ſpeak; 
Lay open to my earthy groſs conceit, | 
Smother'd m errors, feeble, ſhallow, weak, | 
The folded meaning of your words? deceit: 
Againſt my ſoul's pure truth why labour you 
To. make it wander in an unknown field ? 
Are you a God? would you create me new ? 
Transform me then, and to your pow'r Dll yield. 
But if that T am I, then, well I know * 
Your weeping ſiſter is no wife of mine; ö 
Nor to her bed no homage do I owe; ö 
Far more, far more, to you do I decline. 
Oh, train me not, ſweet mermaid, with thy note, 
To drown me in thy ſiſter's flood of tears; 
Sing, Siren, for thyſelf, and F will dote; | 
Spread o'er the ſilver waves thy golden hairs, 
And as a bed I'll take thee *, and there ly: 
And in that glorious ſuppoſition think 
He gains by death, that hath ſuch means to die; 


Let love, being light, be drowned if ſhe ſink T. 
Luc. What, are you mad, that you do reaſon fo? 


S. Ant. Not mad, but mated; how I do not know. 

Luc. Tt is a fault that ſpringeth from your eye. 

S. Ant. For gazing on your beams, fair ſun, be- 
ing by. | 

Luc. Gaze where you ſhould, and that will clear 
your ſight. 


S. Aut. As good to wink, ſweet love, as look on 


night. 
Luc. Why call you me love? call my ſiſter ſo. 
S. Ant. Thy ſiſter's ſiſter. 
Luc. That's my ſiſter. 
S. Ant. No; : 
Tt is thyſelf, mine own ſelf's better part: 


Mine eye's clear eye, my dear heart's dearer heart, 


And as a bed I'll take them, viz. Luciana's hairs. 


| Canons of Criticiſm: 
+ Tf he /ink.. Reviſal. 
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My food, my fortune, and my ſweet hope's aim, 
My ſole earth's heaven, and my heaven's claim. 
Luc. All this my ſiſter is, or elſe would be. 
S. Ant. Call thyſelf ſiſter, ſweet, for I mean thee: 
Thee will I love, and with thee lead my life; 
Thou haſt no huſband. yet, nor I no wife. 
Give me thy hand. 
Luc. Oh, ſoft, Sir, hold you ſtill; 
Fll feteh my ſiſter, to get her good will. [Ex. Luciana, 


s C E N E UI. 
Enter Dromio of Syracuſe. 


S. Aut. Why, how now, Dromio, where run'ſt 
thou ſo faſt? 7 | 

S. Dro. Do you know me, Sir? am I Dromio? 
am I your man? am I myſelf? | 

S. Ant. Thou art Dromio, thou art my man, thou 
art thyſelf. __ 

S. Dro. J am an aſs, I am a woman's man, and 
beſides myſelf. | 

S. Ant. What woman's man? and how beſides 
thyſelf ? | | 

S. Dro. Marry, Sir, beſides myſelf, I am due to 
a woman ; one that claims. me, one that haunts me, 
one that will have me. 

S. Ant. What claim lays ſhe to thee ? 

S. Dro. Marry, Sir, ſuch a claim as you would 
lay to your horſe; and ſhe would have me as a bealt : 
not that, I being a beaſt, ſhe would have me; but 
that ſhe, being a very beaſtly creature, lays claim 
to me. | | | 

S. Ant. What is ſhe? d 

S. Dro. A very reverent body; ay, ſuch a one as 
2 man may not ſpeak of, without he ſay, Sir Reve- 
rence : I have but lean luck in the match; and vet 
is ſhe a wondrous fat marriage. | 

F. Ant. How doſt thou mean, a fat marriage? 

S. Dro. Marry, Sir, {he's the kitchen wench, and 
all greaſe; and I know not what uſe to put her to, 
but to make a lainp of her, and run from her by 
her own light, I warrant her rags, and the tallow 
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in them, will burn a Lapland winter : if ſhe lives 
nll doomſday, ſhe'll burn a week longer than the 
whole world. 

S. Ant. What complection is {he of? 

S. Dro. Swart, like my ſhoe, but her face nothing 
like ſo clean kept: for why? ſhe ſweats; a man may 
go over ſhoes in the grime of it. | 

S. Ant, That's a fault that water will mend. 

S. Dro. No, Sir, 'tis in grain; Noah's flood could 
not do it. | | 

S. Ant, What's her name? | : 

S. Dro. Nell, Sir; — but her name and three 
quarters (that is an ell and three quarters) will not 
meaſure her from hip to hi7. 

S. Ant. Then ſhe bears ſome breadth ? 

S. Dro. No longer from head to foot, than from 
hip to hip; ſhe is ſpherical, like a globe: I could 
find out countries in her. 

S. Ant. In what part of her body ſtands Ireland? 

S. Dro. Marry, Sir, in her buttocks; I found it 
out by the bogs. 

S. Aut. Where Scotland? 1 

S. Dro. I found it out by the barrenneſs, hard in 

the palm of her hand. | 
FS. Ant. Where France? | 
S. Dro. In her forehead; arm'd and reverted, 
making war againſt her hair-+. 
F. Ant. Where England? Vf 

S. Dro. I look'd for the chalky cliffs, but I could 
find no whiteneſs in them; but I gueſs it ſtood in 
her chin, by the ſalt rheum that ran between France 
and it. 3 
S. Ant. Where Spain? "= 
S. Dro. Faith I jaw it not, but I felt it hot in 
her breath. | 5 | 
F. Ant. Where America, the Indies? 
FS. Dro. Oh, Sir, upon her noſe, all o'er embe]- 
If d with rubies, carbuncles, fapphires; dechning 
their rich aſpect to the ho! breath of Spain, who ſent 
whole armadoes of carrats io be ballaſt at her note. 


Þ+ This alludes to the French diſcaſe. Johnſon. Uptone 
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S. Ant. Where ſtood Belgia, the Netherlands ? 

S, Dro. Oh, Sir, I did not look io low. To con- 
clude, this drudge, or diviner, laid claim to me, 
call'd me Dromio, {wore I was aſſur'd to her, told 
me what privy marks I had about me, as the marks 
of my ſhoulder, the mole in my neek, the great 
wart on my left arm, that I, amaz'd, ran from her 


as a witch. And, I think, if my breaſt had not 


been made of faith, and my heart of ſteel, ſhe had 
transform'd me to a curtal-dog, and made me turn 
i' th' wheel. 

S. Ant. Go, hie thee preſently; poſt to the road; 
And if the wind blow any way from ſhore, 
I will not harbour in this town to-night. 
If any bark put forth, come to the mart; 
Where I All elk 'till thou return to me: 


If every one know us, and we know none, 


'Tis time, I think, to trudge, pack and be gone. 
S. Dro. As from a bear a man would run for life, 
So fly I from her that would be my wife: [ Exit. 


V 


S. Ant. There's none but witches do inhabit here; 
And therefore 'tis high time that I were hence. 
She, that doth call me huſband, even my ſoul 
Doth for a wife abhor : bat her fair ſiſter, 

Poſſeſt with ſuch a gentle ſovereign grace, 

Of tuch inchanting preſence and diſcourſe, 
Hath almoft made me traitor to myſelf : 

But leſt myſelf be guilty of ſelf-wrong, 

P11 ſtop mine ears againſt the mermaids ſong. 


Enter Angelo, with a chain. 


Ang. Maſter Antipholis, 
F. Ant. Ay, that's my name. | 
Ang. I know it well, Sir; lo, here is the chain: 
I thought t have ta'en you at the Porcupine; 
The chain unfini{h'd, made me ſtay thus long. 
FS. Ant. What is your will that I ſhall do with this? 
Ang. What pleaſe yourſelf, Sir; I have made it 
for you. 


S. Aut. Made it for me, Sir! I beſpoke it not. 


—— 


[ 
274 Tz CHOW EE DY A&aTY 


Ang. Not once, nor twice, but'twenty times you 
have : 
Go home with it, and pleaſe your wife withal ; 
And ſoon a ſupper-time I'll viſit you, 
And then receive my money for the chain. 
S. Ant. I pray you, Sir, receive the money now; 
For fear you ne'er ſee chain nor money more. 
Ang. You are a merry man, Sir; fare you well. 
| oy | Exit. 
S. Ant. What I ſhould think of this, I cannot tell: 


But this II think, there's no man is ſo vain, 
That would re uſe fo fair an offer'd chain. 


I ſee a man her needs not live by ſhifts, 


| When in the ſtreets he meets ſuch golden gifts: 


Pl to the mart, and there for Dromio ſtay ; 
If any ſhip put out, then ſtrait away. [Exit, 


ACT W. SCENE TL 
The Street. 


Enter a Merchant, Angelo, and an Officer. 
Merchant. 


V know ſince Pentecoſt the ſum is due; 
1 And ſince I have not much importun'd you, 
Nor now I had not, but that I am bound 
1o Perſia, and want gilders for my voyage: 
Therefore make preſent ſatisfaction, 
Or T'Il attach you by this officer. 

Ang. Ev'n juſt the ſum that I do owe to you, 


Is growing to me by Antipholis; 


And in the inſtant that I met with you, 
He had of me a chain: at five o'clock 
J thall receive the money for the ſame : 


Pleaſe you but walk with me down to his houſe, 


TI will diſcharge my bond, and thank you too. 


Enter Antipholis of Epheſus, and Dromio of Ephe- 
ſus, as from the courtezan's. 
Offic. That labour you may ſave ; ſee where he 
comes. | | 80 8 = 
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E. Ant. While I go to the goluſmith's houſe, go 
And bu a rope's end: inat will I beſtow thou 
Among my wife and cr confederates, 

For locking me out of my doors by day. 
But, fot, I ſee the gold{mith; get thee gone, 
Buy thou a rope, and bring it home to me. 
E. Dro: I buy a thouſand pound a year! I buy 
a rope! | [ Exit Dromo, 
E. Ant. A man is well holp up that truſts to you: 
I promiſed your preſence, and the chain; 
But neither chain nor goldſmith came to me: 
Belike you thought our love would laſt too long 
If it were chain'd together, therefore came not. 
Ang. Saving your merry humour, here's the note 
How much your chain weighs, to the utmoſt carrat 
The fineneſs of the gold, the chargeful faſhion, 
Which do amount to three odd ducats more 
Than I ſtand debted to this gentleman ; 
I pray you ſee him preſently diſcharg'd; 
For he is bound to ſea, and ſtays but for it. 
E. Ant. I am not furm{h'd with the preſent money; 
Beſides, I have ſome buſineſs in the town: 
Good Signior, take the ſtranger to my houſe, 
And with you take the chain, and bid my wife 
Diſburſe the ſum on the receipt thereof; 
Perchance I will be there as ſoon as you. 
Ang.Then you will bring the chain to her yourſelf? 
E. Ant. No; bear it with you, leſt I come not 
time enough. | 
Ang. Well, Sir, I will: have you the chain about 
ow? 
E. Ant An' if I have not, Sir, I hope you have, 
Or elle you may return without your money. 
Ang. Nay, come, I pray you, Sir, give me the 
chain ; | 
Both wind and tide ſay for this gentleman ; 
And I, to blame, have held him here too long. 
E. Ant. Good Lord, you uſe this dalliance to ex- 
Your breach of promiſe to the Porcupine: {cuie 
I thould have chid you for not bringing it; 
But, like a ſhrew, vou firſt begin to brawl. 
Mer. The hour iteals on; I pray you, Sir, diſpatch. 
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Ang. Youhearhowhe importunes me; the chain— 
E. Ant. Why, give it my wife, and fetch your 
money. | 


Ang. Come, come, you know I gave it you evn 


Or ſend the chain, or ſend by me ſome token. [now. 
E Aut. Fy, now you run this humour out of breath; 

Come, where's the chain? I pray you let me ſee it. 
Mer. My buſineſs cannot brook this dalliance : 

Good Sir, {ay whe'r you'll anſwer me or no; 

If not, PII leave him to the officer. | 
E. Ant. I anſwer you? why ſhould I anſwer you? 
Ang. The money that you owe me for the chain. 
E. Ant. T owe you none till I receive the chain. 
Ang. You know I gave it you half an hour ſince, 
E. Ant. You gave me none; you wrong me much 

to ſay fo. 
Ang. You wrong me more, Sir, in denying it; 

Conſider how it ſtands upon my credit. 

Mer. Well, officer, arreſt him at my ſuit, - 
Off. I do, and charge you in the Duke's name 

to obey me. 5 
Ang. This touches me in reputation. 

Either conſent to pay the ſum for me, 

Or J attach vou by this officer. 

E. Ant. Conſent to pay for that I never had! 

Arreſt me, fooliſh fellow, if thou dar'ſt. 

Ang. Here is thy fee; arreſt him, officer; 

J would not ſpare my brother in this caſe, 

If he ſhould ſcorn me ſo apparently. 

Offic. I do arreſt you, Sir; you hear the ſuit. 
E. Ant. T do obey thee till J give thee bail. 

But, ſirrah, you ſhall buy this {port as dear 

As all the metal in your thop will anſwer. 

Ang Sir, Sir, I ſhall have law in Epheſus, . 

To your notorious ſhame, I doubt it not. 


SCENE HU. 
Enter Dromio of Syracuſe, from the bay. 


F. Dro. Maſter, there is a bark of Epidamnum, 
That ſtays but till her owner comes aboard; 
Then, Sir, ſhe bears away. Our fraughtage, Sir, 
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I have convey'd aboard; and I have bought 
The oil, the balſamum, and aquavitæ. 

The ſhip is in her trim; the merry wind 

Blows fair from land; they ſtay for nought at all, 
But for their owner, maſter, and yourſelf. 

E. Ant. How now!] a madman! why, thou peeviſi 
What ſhip of Epidamnum ſtays for me? P[lheep, 
S. Dro. A ſhip you ſent me to to hire wattage. 
E. Ant. Thou drunken ſlave, I ſent thee for a rope, 

And told thee to what purpoſe, and what end. 
F. Dro. You ſent me for a rope's end as ſoon; 
You ſent me to the bay, Sir, for a bark. 
E. Ant, I will debate this matter at more leiſure, 
And teach your ears to liſt me with more heed. 
To Adriana, villain, hie thee ftrait ; 
Give her this key, and tell her, in the deſk 
That's cover'd o'er with Turkiſh tapeſtry, 
There is a purſe of ducats, let her fend it: 
Tell her I am arreſted in the ſtreet, 
And that ſhall bail me; hie thee, ſlave; be gene. 
On, officer, to priſon till it come. [ Exeunt. 
S. Dro. To Adriana! that is where we did, 
Where Dowſabel did claim me for her huſband. 
She is too big, I hope, for me to compaſs. 
Thither I muſt, altho? againſt my will, 
For ſervants muſt their maſter's minds fulfil, [ Exit. 


SC N MN ͤ 
Changes to E. Antipholis's Houſe. 


Enter Adriana and Luciana. 


Adr. Ah, Luciana, did he tempt thee ſo? 
Might'ſt thou perceive auſterely in his eye a 
That he did A in earneſt, yea or no? 

Look'd he or red or pale, or ſad or merrily ? 

What obſervation mad'ſt thou, in this caſe, 

Of his heart's meteors tilting in his face. 
Lac. Firſt he deny'd.—You had in him no right, 
ws = he did me none; the more my 

pight. 5 

Luc. Then ſwore he that he was a ſtranger here. 
Vo I. III. 55 
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Adr. And true he ſwore, though yet forſworn he 

were. 
| Luc. Then pleaded I for you. 

Adr. And what ſaid he? | 

Luc. That love I begg'd for you, he begg'd of me. 

Adr. With what perſuaſion did he tempt thy love ? 

Luc. With words that in an honeſt ſuit might 

move. c | | 
Firſt he did praiſe my beauty, then my ſpeech. 

Adr. Did'it ſpeak him fair? | 

Luc. Have patience, I beſeech. 

Adr. I cannot, nor I will not, hold me ſtill; 
My tongue, though not my heart, ſhall have its will, 
He is deformed, crooked, old and ſere, 

IIl-fac'd, worſe-body'd, ſhapeleſs every where; 
Vicious, ungentle, fooliſh, lunt, unkind, 
Stigmatical * in making, worſe in mind. 

Luc. Who would be jealous then of ſuch a one? 
No evil loſt is waiPd, when it is gone. 

Adr. Ah! but I think him better than I ſay; 

And yet, would herein others” eyes were worſe : 
For from her neſt the lapwing cries away; | 
My heart prays for him, tho' my tongue do curſe. 


1 IV. 
Enter Dromio of Syracuſe. 


S. Dro. Here, go; the deſk, the purſe : ſweet 
| now, make haſte. | 
Luc. How haſt thou loſt thy breath? 
S. Dro. By running faſt. 
Adr. Where is thy maſter, Dromio ? is he well? 
S. Dro. No, he's in Tartar Limbo, worſe than hell; 
| A devil in an everlaſting garment hath him, 
= One whoſe hard heart is button'd up with ſteel : 
A fiend, a fairy, pitileſs and rough, 
A wolf, nay, worſe, a fellow all in buff; 
A 3 a ſhoulder-clapper, one that com- 
man | 


* That is, marked or ſtigmatized by nature with de- 
formity, as a token of his vicious diſpoſition. Johnſon. 


SC. 4. Of E RR OK 5; 279 


The paſſages of allies, creeks, and narrow lanes; 


A hound that runs counter *, and yet draws dry- 
foot well ; 
One that, before the judgment, carries poor ſouls 
to he 
Adr. Why, man, what is the matter? 
F. Dro. I do not know the matter; he is reſted 
on the caſe. 
Adr. What, is he arreſted? tell me, at whoſe ſuit. 
S. Dro. I know not at whole ſuit he is arretted, 


well ; but he's in a ſuit of buff, which reſted bim, 


that I can tell. Will you ſend Bay miſtreis, re- 
demption, the money in his deſk ? 
Adr. Go fetch it, ſiſter. This I wonder at, 
[Exit Luciana, 
That he, unknown to me, ſhould be in debt ! 
Tell me, was he arreſted on a bond ? 
S. Dro. Not on a bond, but on a ft tronger thing, 
A chain, a chain; do you not hear it ring ? 
Adr. What, the chain ? 
S. Dro. No, no; the bell; tis time that I were gone, 
It was two ere I left him, and now the clock ſtrikes 
| one. 
Adr. The hours come back ! that I did never hear. 
S. Dro. O yes, if any hour meet a ſerjeant, a' 
turns 50 ck for very fear. 
Adr. As if time were in debt ! how fondly doſt 
thou reaſon? 
S. Dro. Time is a very bankrout, 4 owes more 
than he's worth to ſeaſon. 
Nay, he's a thief too; have you not heard men ſay, 
That Time comes ſtealing on by night and day? 


* To run counter, is to run backward, by miſtaking the 
courſe of the animal purſued; to draw dry foot is, I be- 
lieve, to purſue by the track or prick of the foot; to ran 
counter, and to draw dry foot well, are, therefore, incon- 


fiſtent. The jeſt conſiſts in the ambiguity of the word 


counter, which means the wrong way in the chaſe, and a 
priſon in London, The officer that arreſted him was a 
ſerjeant of the Counter. For the congruity of this jeſt, 
with the ſcene of action, let our author anſwer, John}. 
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If Time be in debt and theft, and a ſerjeant in the 
way ; 
Hath he not reaſon to turn back an hour in the day? 


Enter Luciana, 


Adr. (70, nn there's the money, bear it 
trait, TE, | 
And bring thy maſter home immediately. 
Come, ſiſter, I am preſs'd down with conceit 
Coneeit, my comfort and my injury. [Exeant. 


S Jo E N E ; V. # 
Changes to the Street. 


Enter Antipholis of Syracuſe. 


S. Ant. There's not a man I meet, but doth ſa- 
tute me, | 

As if I were their well-acquainted friend; 
And every one doth call me by my name. 
Some tender money to me, ſome invite me; 
Some other give me thanks for kindneſſes; 
Some offer me commodities to buy. 
Ev'n now a taylor call'd me in his ſhop, 
And ſhow'd me ſilks that he had bought for me, 
And therewithal took meaſure of my body. 
Sure, theſe are but imaginary wiles, 
And Lapland ſorcerers inhabit here. 


Enter Dromio of Syracuſe. 
S. Dro. Maſter, here's the gold you ſent me for. 


What, have you got the picture of old Adam new 


apparelPd * ? 
S. Ant. What gold is this ? what Adam doſt thou 
h mean? 
S. Dro. Not that Adam that kept the paradiſe; 


but that Adam that keeps the e ; he that goes 


in the calves-ſkin that was killed for the prodigal; 


* Alluding to the coat of ſkins made for Adam after 
the fall, and the leathern coat worn by the officer whe 
made the creſt. | | 


* 
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he that came behind you, Sir, like an evil angel, 
and bid you forſake your liberty. 

S. Aut. I underſtand thee not. 

S. Dro. No? why, *tis a plain caſe. He that went 
like a baſe-viol in a caſe of leather ; the man, Sir, 
that, when gentlemen are tired, gives them a fob, 
and reſts them: he, Sir, that takes pity on decay'd 
men, and gives 'em ſuits of durance ; he that ſets 
up his reſt to do more exploits with his mace, than 


a morris-pike. 


S. Aut. What ! thou mean'ſt an officer ? 

S. Dro. Ay, Sir, the ſerjeant of the band; he 
that brings any man to anſwer it, that breaks his 
bond ; one that thinks a man always going to bed, 
and faith, God give you good reit ! 

F. Ant. Well, Sir, there reſt in your foolery. 

Is there any ſhip puts forth to-night? may we be 
| gone ? 

S. Dro. Why, Sir, I brought you word an hour 
fince, that the bark Expedition puts fortu to-night, 
and then were you hindered by the ſerjeant, to 
tarry for the hoy Delay. Here are the angels that 
you ſent for, to deliver you. 

S. Aut. The fellow is diſtract, and fo am I, 

And here we wander in illuſions ; 
Some bleſſed power deliver us from hence! 


S GC r VI. 
Enter a Courtezun. 


Cour, Well met, well met, Maſter Antipholis. 
I ſee, Sir, you have found the gold{mith now : 
Is that the chain you promis'd me to-day ? 

S. Ant. Satan, avoid! I charge thee tempt me 

not. a 

S. Dro. Maſter, is this Miſtreſs Satan? 
F. Aut. It is the devil. | 

S. Dro. Nay, ſhe is worle, ſhe's the devils dam; 
and here ſhe comes in the habit of a light wench ; 
and thereof comes, that the wenches ſay, God 
dam me; that's as much as to ſay, God inake me a 
light wench. It is written, they appear to men 
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like angels of light; light is an effect of fire, and 
fire will burn; ergo, light wenches will burn; come 
not near her. | 

Cour. Your man and you are marvellous merry, 
Sir. Will you go with me, we'll mend our dinner 
here? | 

S. Dro. Maſter, if you do expect ſpoon-meat, be- 
ſpeak a long ſpoon. 

S. Aut. Why, Dromio ? | | 

S. Dro. Marry, he muſt have a long ſpoon that 
muſt eat with the devil. | 

S. Ant. Avoid then, fiend ! what tell'ſt thou me 

| of ſupping. | 
Thou art, as you are all, a ſorcereſs: 
I conjure thee to leave me, and begone. | 

Cour. Give me the ring of mine you had at din- 
Or for my diamond the chain you promis'd, [ner, 
And Þ'll be gone, Sir, and not trouble you. 

F. Dro. Some devils aſk but the parings of one's 
nail, a ruſh, a hair, a drop of blood, a pin, a nut, 
a cherry-ſtone ; but ſhe, more covetous, would have 
a chain. Maſter, be wiſe ; an' if you give it her, 
the devil will ſhake her chain, and fright us with it. 

Cour. I pray you, Sir, my ring, or elfe-the chain; 
I hope you do not mean to cheat me fo ? | 

S. Ant. Avaunt, thou witch! come, Dromio, let 


us go. 
S. Dro. Fly pride, ſays the peacock; miſtreſs, 
that you know. I[æExeunt. 


SCENE VII. 
Mauer Courtezan. 


Cour. Now, out of doubt Antipholis is mad: 
Elſe would he never fo demean himſelf. 
A ring he hath of mine worth forty ducats, 

And for the ſame he promis'd me a chain: 
Both one and other he denies me now. 

The reaſon, that J gather, he is mad; 

Beſides this preſent inſtance of his rage, 

Is a mad tale he told to day at dinner, 

Of his own door being ſhut againſt his entrance. 
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Belike his wife, acquainted with the fits, 

On purpole ſhut the doors againſt his way. 

My way is now to hie home to his houſe, 

And tell his wife, that, being lunatic, _ 

He ruſh'd into my houſe, and took perforce 

My ring away. This courſe I fitteſt chuſe; 

For forty ducats is too much to loſe. [ Exit. 


S © EN VEE 
Changes to the Street. 


Enter Antipholis of Epheſus, with a Failor. 


E. Ant. Fear me not, man; Iwill not break away; 
Pl] give thee, ere I leave thee, ſo much money 


To warrant thee as I am ?reſted for. 


My wife 1s in a wayward mood to-day, 
And will not lightly truſt the meſlenger. 
That I ſhould be attach'd in Epheſus, 

I tell you, 'twill ſound harſhly in her ears. 


Enter Dromio of Epheſus, with a rope's end. 


Here comes my man; I wink he brings the money. 


How now, Sir, have you that I ſent you for? 
E. Dro. Here's that, I warrant you, will pay 
them all. | | 
E. Ant. But where's the money? 
E. Dro. Why, Sir, I gave the money for the rope. 
E. Ant. Five hundred ducats, villain, for a rope? 
E. Dro. Pl ſerve you, Sir, five hundred at the rate. 
E. Ant. To what end did I bid thee hie thee home? 
E. Dro. To a rope's end, Sir; and to that end 
am I return'd. | : 
E. Ant. And to that end, Sir, I will welcome you. 
„ [Beats Dromio. 
Offic. Good Sir, be patient. 
E. Dro. Nay, 'tis for me to be patient; I am in 
adverſity. 5 
O ſic. Good now, hold thy tongue. 
E. Dro, Nay, rather perſuade him to hold his 


hands. | 


E. Ant. Thou whorſon, ſenſeleſs villain! 
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E. Dro. I would J were ſenſeleſs, Sir, that I might 
not feel your blows. 

E. Aut. Thou art ſenſible in nothing but blows, 
and fo is an als. | 

E. Dro. I am an aſs, indeed; you may prove it 
by my long ears. I have ſerv'd him from the hour 
of my nativity to this inſtant, and have nothing at 
his hands for my ſervice but blows. When I am 
cold, he heats me with beating; when I am warm, 
he cools me with beating; I am wak'd with it 
when I ſleep; rais'd with it when I fit; driven out 
of doors with it when I go from home; welcom'd 
home with it when I return; nay, I bear it on my 
ſhoulders, as a beggar wont her brat; and, I think, 
when he hath lam'd me, I ſhall beg with it from 
door to door, | 


. 
Enter Adriana, Luciana, Courtezan, and Pinch, 


E. Ant. Come, go along; my wife is coming 

vonder. 

E. Dro. Miſtreſs, re/pice finem, reſpect your end; 
or rather the prophecy, like the parrot, beware the 
rope's end. : | 

E. Ant. Wilt thou ſtill talk? [Beat Dromio. 

Cour, How ſay you now? is not your huſband 

mad ? 

Adr. His incivility confirms no leſs. 

Good Doctor Pinch, you are a conjurer, 
Eſtablith him in his true ſenſe again, 
And I will pleaſe you what you will demand. 
Luc. Alas, how fiery and how ſharp he looks! 
Cour. Mark how he trembles in his ecſtacy! 
Pinch. 758 me your hand, and let me feel your 
ulſe. 

E. 8 There is my hand, and let it feel your ear. 

Pinch. I charge thee, Satan, hous'd within this 

man, | 
To yield poſſeſſion to my boly prayers ; 
And to thy ſtate of darkneſs hie thee ſtrait, 
I conjure thee by all the ſaints in heav'n. 


0 
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E. Ant. Peace, doating wizard, peace; I am not 


mad. | 
Adr. Oh, that thou wert not, poor diſtreſſed ſoul! 
E. Aut. You minion, you, are theſe your eu- 
Did this companion with the ſaffron face [ſtomers? 
Revel and feaſt it at my houſe to-day, | 
Whilſt upon me the guilty doors were ſhut, 
And I deny'd to enter in my houſe ? | 
Adr. Oh, huſband, God doth know you din'd at 
home, | 
Where, *would you had remain'd until this time, 
Free from theſe flanders and this open ſhame ! 
E. Ant. Dim'd I at home? thou villain, what ſay'ſt 
thou? | e 
E. Dro. Sir, ſooth to ſay, you did not dine at home. 
E. Ant. Were not my doors lock'd up, and I ſhut 
5 out? | 
E. Dro, Perdie, your doors were lock'd, and you 
{hut out. 
E. Ant. And did not ſhe herſelf revile me there? 
E. Dro. Sans fable, ſhe herſelf reviPd you there. 
E. Ant. Did not her kitchen-maid rail, taunt, and 
ſcorn me? 
E. Dro. Certes ſhe did, the kitchen-veſtal ſcorn'd 
you. 8 
E. Aut. And did J not in rage depart from thence? 
"Ss —_— In verity you did; my bones bear wit- 
: nels, - | 
That ſince have felt the vigour of your rage. 
Adr. Is't good to ſoothe him in theſe contraries? 
Pinch. It is no ſhame; the fellow finds his vein, 
And, yielding to him, humours well his frenzy. 
E. Ant. Thou haſt ſuborn'd the goldſmith to ar- 
fret ME: | | 
Adr. Alas, I ſent you money to redeem you, 
By Dromio here, who came in haſte for it. 
E. Dro. Money by me? heart and good will you 
But, ſurely, maſter, not a rag of money. | might, 
E. Ant. Went'ſt not thou to her for a purſe of 
ducats? 
Adr. He came to me, and I deliver'd it. 
Lac. And I amwitneſs with her, that ſhe did. 
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E. Dro. God and the rope-maker do bear me 
That I was ſent for nothing but a rope. [witneſs, 
Pinch. Miſtreſs, both man and maſter are poſſeſs'd; 
I know it by their pale and deadly looks; 

They muſt be bound, and laid in ſome dark room, 

E. Ant. Say, wherefore didſt thou lock me forth 

to-day ? 

And why doſt thou deny the bag of gold? 
Adr. I did not, gentle huſband, lock thee forth. 

E. Dro. And, gentle maſter, I receiv'd no gold; 
But I confeſs, Sir, that we were lock'd out. 
| I villain, thou ſpeak'ſt falſe in 

oth. 

E. Ant. Diſſembling harlot, thou art falſe in all; 9 
And art confederate with a damned pack, 

To make a loathſome abje& ſcorn of me: | 
But with theſe nails Ill pluck out theſe falſe eyes, 
That would behold in me this ſhameful ſport. 


Enter three or four, and offer to bind him: ſie ſtrives, 


Adr. Oh, bind him, bind him; let him not come 
near me. | 
Pinch. More company ;—the fiend is ſtrong with- 
m him. | 
Luc. Ay me, poor man, how pale and wan he looks? t 
E. Aut. What, will you murder me? thou jailor, 
I amthy priſoner, wilt thou ſuffer them [thou | 
To make a reicue ? 
Offic. Maſters, let him go: | 
He is my priſoner, and you ſhall not have him. 
Finch. Go, bind this man, for he is frantic too, 
Adr. What wilt thou do, thou peeviſh officer? 
Haſt thou delight to {ee a wretched man 
Do oatrage and diſpleaſure to himſelf ? 
Offic. He is my priſoner ; if I let him go, 
The debt he owes will be requir'd of me. 
Adr. J will diſcharge thee, ere I go from thee; 
Bear me forthwith unto his creditor, 
| [They bind Antipholis and Dromio. 
And, knowing how the debt grows, I will pay it. 
Good Maſter Doctor, ſee him ſafe convey'd 
Home to my houſe. Oh, moſt unhappy day! 
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E. Ant. Oh, moſt unhappy ſtrumpet ! 

E. Dro. Maſter, I'm here enter'd in bond for you. 
E. Ant. Out on thee, villain ! wherefore doſt 
thou mad me? N 3 

E. Dro. Will you be bound for nothing? be mad, 
ood maſter; cry, the devil . 
Luc. God help, poor ſouls, how idly do they talk! 
Adr. Go bear him hence; ſiſter, ſtay you with me. 
[Exeunt Pinch, Antipholis, and Dromio. 
Say, now, whoſe ſuit is he arreſted at? 


S LE NA X 


Manent Officer, Adriana, Luciana, and Courtezan, 


Offiic. One Angelo, a goldſmith; do you know him? 
Adr. I know the man; what is the ſum he owes ? 
Ofic. Two hundred ducats. | 
Adr. Say, how grows it due? 
Offic. Due for a chain your huſband had of him. 
Adr. He did beſpeak a, chain for me, but had it 
not. 
Cour. When as your huſband all in rage to-day 
Came to my houle, and took away my ring, 
(The ring I ſaw upon his finger now ), | 
Strait after, did I meet him with a chain. 
Adr. It may be ſo, but I did never ſee it. 
Come, jailor, bring me where the goldſmith is; 
I long to know the truth hereof at large. | 


„ 


Enter Antipholis of Syracuſe, with his rapier draws, 
and Dromio of Syracule. 


Luc. God, for thy mercy! they are looſe again, 
Adr. And come with naked ſwords; 

Let's call more help to have them bound again. 
Offic. Away, they'll kill us. [They run out. 


Manent Antipholis and Dromio. 


S. Ant. I ſee theſe witches are afraid of ſwords. 
S. Dro. She that would be your wife, now ran 
from you, | 
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S. Ant. Come to the Centaur, fetch our ſtuff 
| from thence : . | 
I long that we were ſafe and ſound aboard. 
| S. Dro. Faith, ſtay here this night; they will 
ſurely do us no harm; you ſaw they ſpake us fair, 
gave us gold; methinks they are ſuch a gentle nation, 
that but for the mountain of mad fleſh that claims 
marriage of me, I could find in my heart to ſtay 
here ſtill, and turn witch. 
S. Ant. I will not ſtay to-night for all the town; 
Therefore away, to get our {tuff aboard. [Exeunt. 


rn SCENT L 
A Street, before a Priory. 


Enter the Merchant and Angelo. 
Angelo. 


— 1 Am ſorry, Sir, that J have hinder'd you; 

But I proteſt, he had the chain of me, 

Tho' moſt diſhoneſtly he doth deny it. 5 
Mer. How is the man eſteem'd here in the city? 
Ang. Of very reverent reputation, Sir, 

Of credit infinite, highly belov'd, 

Second to none that lives here in the city; 

His word might bear my wealth at any time. 
Mer. Speak ſoftly: yonder, as I think, he walks. 


Enter Antipholis and Dromio of Syracuſe. 


Ang. Tis ſo; and that ſelf- chain about his neck, 
Which he forſwore moſt monſtrouſly to have. 
Good Sir, draw near to me, I'Il ſpeak to him. 
Signior Antipholis, I wonder much 
That you would put me to this ſhame and trouble; 
And not without ſome ſcandal to yourſelf, 

With circumſtance and oaths ſo to deny 

This chain, which now you wear ſo openly. 
Beſides the charge, the ſhame, impritonment, 
You have done wrong to this my honeſt friend; 
Who, but for ſtaying on our controverſy, 
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Had hoiſted fail, and put to ſea to-day: 
This chain you had of me, can you deny it? 
S, Ant. I think I had; I never did deny it? 
Mir. Yes, that you did, Sir; and forſwore it too. 
S. Aut. Who heard me to deny it, or forſwear it? 
Mer Theſe ears of mine, thou knoweſt, did 
hear thee: 
Fy on thee, wretch ! *tis pity that thou liv'ſt 
To walk where any honeſt men reſort. 
F. Ant. Thou art a villian, to impeach me thus. 
Pl] prove mine honour and my honeſty 


Againſt thee preſently, if thou dar'ſt ſtand. 


Mer. I dare, and do defy thee for a villain. 
| [They draw. 


OC TE 8. 
Enter Adranio, Luciana, Courtezan, and others. 


Adr. Hold, hurt him not, for God's ſake; he is 
mad. | 
Some get within him, take his ſword away: 
Bind Dromio too, and bear them to my houſe, 
S. Dro. Run, maſter, run; for God's ſake, take 
a houſe. | 
This is ſome priory—In, or we are ſpoib'd. 
[ Exeuut to the Priory. 


Enter Lady Abbeſs. 


Abb. Be quiet, people; wherefore throng you 
hither? i 
Adr. To fetch my poor diſtracted huſband hence: 
Let us come in, that we may bind him faſt, 5 
And bear him home for his recovery. 
Ang. I knew he was not in his perfect wits. 
Mer. Pm ſorry now that I ded draw on him. 
Abb. How long hath this poſſeſſion held the man? 
Adr. This week he bath been heavy, ſower, ſad, 
And much, much different from the man he was: 
But, till this afternoon, his paſſion 
Neer brake into extremity of rage. 
Abb 85 75 he not loſt much wealth by wreck at 
ea! | | 
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Bury'd ſome dear friend? hath not elſe his eye 
Stray'd his affection in unlawful love? 

A ſin prevailing much in youthful men, 

Who mY their eyes the liberty of gazing. 

Which of theſe ſorrows is he ſubject to? 

Adr. To none of theſe, except it be the laſt? 
Namely, ſome love, that drew Rim oft from home, 

Abb, You ſhould for that have reprehended him, 

Adr. Why, ſo I did. e 

Abb. Ay, but not rough enough. 

Adr. As roughly as my de 

Abb. Haply in private. 

Adr. And in aſſemblies too. 

Abb. Ay, but not enough. 5 
Adr. It was the copy * of our conference. 

In bed, he ſlept not for my urging it; 

At board, he fed not for my urging it; 
Alone, it was the ſubject of my theam; 8 
In company I often glanc'd at it; 

Still did I tell him, it was vile and bad. 

Abb. And therefore came it that the man was 
The venom clamours of a jealous woman Imad. 
Poiſon more deadly than a mad dog's tooth. - 6: 
It ſeems his ſleeps. were hinder'd by thy railing ; 
And therefore comes it that his head 1s light. 
Thou ſay'ſt his meat was ſauc'd with thy upbraid- 

Unquiet meals make ill digeſtions ; [ings ; 
Therefore the raging fire of fever bred; | 
And what's the fever, but a fit of madneſs? 
Thou ſayꝰſt his ſports were hinder'd by thy brawls. 
Sweet recreation barr?d, what doth enſue | 
But moody and dull melancholy, = 
Kinſman to grim and comfortleſs deſpair ? 

And at her heels a huge infectious troo 

Of pale diſtemperatures, and foes to life. 

In food, in ſport, and life-preſerving reſt, 
To be diſturb'd, would mad or man or beaſt: 
The conſequence is then, thy jealous fits 
Have ſcared thy huſband from the uſe of wits. 


would let me. 


* By copy here is to be underſtood abundance, fulngſs, 


as coþia ſignifies in Latin. 
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Luc, She never reprehended him but mildly, 
When he demean'd himſelf rough, rude and wildly. 
—Why bear you theſe rebukes, and anſwer not? 
Adr. She did betray me to my own reproof. 
— Good people, enter, and lay hold of him, 
Abb. No, not a creature enter in my houſe. 
e. Adr. Then let your ſervants bring my huſband 
n. forth. . ; 
Abb. Neither; he took this place for ſanctuary, 
And it ſhall privilege him from your hands, 
Till J have brought him to his wits again, 
Or loſe my labour in aſſaying it. | 
Adr. I will attend my huſband, be his nurſe, 
Diet his ſickneſs. for it is my office; 
And will have no attorney but myſelf; 
And therefore let me have him home with me. 
Abb. Be patient, for I will not let him ſtir, 
Till IJ have us'd th? approved means I have, 
With wholeſome ſirups, drugs, and holy prayers, 
To make of him a formal man again; 
8 It is a branch and parcel of mine oath, 
8 A charitable duty of my order; 
2 Therefore depart, and leave him here with me. 
Adr. I will not hence, and leave my huſband here; 
And ill it doth beſeem your holineſs | 
To ſeparate the huſband and the wife. | 
Abb. Be quiet and depart, thou {halt not have him. 
Luc. Complain unto the Duke of this indignity. 
| [ Exit Abbels. 
Adr. Come, go; I will fall proſtrate at his feet, 
And never riſe, until my tears and prayers 
Have won his Grace to come in perſon hither ; 
And take perforce my huſband from the Abbeſs. 
Mer. By this, I think, the dial points at five: 
Anon, I'm ſure, the Duke himſelf in perſon 
Comes this way to the melancholy vale; 
The place of death and ſorry execution, 
Behind the ditches of the abbey here. 
Ang. Upon what cauſe? 
Mer. To ſee a reverend Syracuſan merchant, 
Who put unluckily into this bay, 
Againſt the laws and 3 ot of this town, 
B b 2 
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| Beheaded publicly for his offence. 
Ang. See where they come; we will behold his 
Zuc. Kneel to the Duke, before he paſs the abbey. 


i. 


Enter the Duke, and Egeon bare-headed ; with the 
Headſman, and other Officers. | 


Due. Vet once again proclaim it publicly, 
If any friend will pay the ſum for him, 
He ſhall not die, ſo much we tender him. 


Adr. Juſtice, moſt ſacred Duke, againſt the Ab- 


bels. 


Duke. She is a virtuous and a reverend lady; _ 


It cannot be that ſhe hath done thee wrong. 
Adr. May it pleaſe your Grace, Antipholis my 
huſhand, 5 | ; 
(Whom I made lord of me and all T had, 
At your important letters), this ill day | 
A moſt outrageous fit of madneſs took him; 
That deip'rately he hurry'd through the ſtreet, 


With him his bondman all as mad as he, 


Doing diſpleaſure to the citizens, 

By ruſhing in their houſes; bearing thence 
Rings, jewels, any thing his rage did like. 

Once did I get him bound, and ſent him home, 
Whilſt to take order for the wrongs I went, 
That here and there his fury had committed: 
Anon, I wot not by what ſtrong eſcape, © 
He broke from thoſe that had the guard of him: 
And, with his mad attendant mad himſelf, 

Each one with ireful paſſion, with drawn ſwords,, 
Met us again, and madly bent on us, h 
Chas'd us away; till raiſing of more aid, 

We came again to bind them; then they fled 
Into this abbey, whither we purſu'd them; 

And here the Abbeſs ſhuts the gates on us, 

And will not ſuffer us to fetch him out, 

Nor ſend him forth, that we may bear him hence. 
Therefore, moſt gracious Duke, with thy command, 


Let him be brought forth, and borne hence for help. 


© a 
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Dake. Long ſince thy huſband ſerv'd me in my 
wars; N 


And 1 to thee engag'd a prince's word, 


(When thou didſt make him maſter of thy bed), 
To do him all the grace and good I could. 
Go, ſome of you, knock at the abbey- gate; 

And bid the lady Abbeſs come to me. 

I will determine this before I ſtir. 


SCE ME 1 
Euter a Meſſenger. | 
Meſſ. O miſtreſs, miſtreſs, ſhift and fave yourſelf ; 


My maſter and his man are both broke looſe, - 


; Beaten the maids a-row, and bound the doctor, 


Whoſe beard they have ſing'd off with brands of 
And ever as it blaz'd, they threw on him fire; 
Great pails of puddled mire to quench the hair. 
My matter preaches patience to him, and the while 
His man with ſciſſars nicks him like a fool: 
And, ſure, unleſs you ſend ſome preſent help, 
Between them they will kill the conjurer. 
Adr. Peace, fool, thy maſter and his man are here, 
And that is falſe thou doſt report to us. 
Mejſ. Miſtreſs, upon my life, I tell you true; 
J have not breaih'd almoſt, ſince I did fee it. 
He cries for you, and vows if he can take you, 
To ſcorch your face, and to disfigure you. 
| [Cry within. 
Hark, hark, I hear him, miſtreſs ; fly, be gone. 
Duke. Come, ſtand by me, fear nothing : guard 
with halberds. | 
Adr. Ay me! it is my huſband ; witneſs you, 
That he 1s borne about inviſible ! 
Ev'n now. we hous'd him in the abbey here, 
And now he's there, paſt thought of human reaſon, 


„„ N:B Mo 
Enter Antipholis and Dromio of Epheſus. 


E. Ant, Juſtice, moſt gracious Duke, oh, grant 
me juſtice |. | 
B b 3 
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Even for the ſervice that long ſince I did thee, 
When TI beſtrid thee in the wars, and took 
Deep ſcars to {ave thy life; even for the blood 
That then I Joſt for thee, now grant me juſtice; 
* Unleſs the fear of death doth make me 
dote, 
J ſee my fon Antipholis, and Dromio. | 
Ei. Aut. Juſtice, ſweet prince, againſt that wo- 
man there: 5 
She whom thou gav'ſt to me to be my wife; 
That hath abuſed and diſhonour'd me, 
Ev'n in the ſtrength and height of injury. 
Beyond imagination is the wron | | 
That ſhe this day hath noble thrown on me. 
Duke. Diſcover how, and thou ſhalt find me juſt. 
E. Aut. This day, great Duke, ſhe ſhut the doors 
upon me z | | 
Whilſt ſhe with harlots feaſted in my houſe. 
1 A grievous fault; ſay, woman, didſt thou 
o: | | | | 
Adr. Do my good Lord—myfelf, he, and my 
iſter, 
To- day did dine together: ſo befal my ſoul, 
As this is falſe he burdens me withal! 
Luc. Ne'er may I look on day, nor ſleep on night, 
But ſhe tells to your Highneſs ſimple truth! ja 
Ang. O perjur'd woman! they are both forſworn. 
In this the madman juſtly chargeth them. 
E. Ant. My liege, I am adviſed what J ſay. 
Neither diſturb'd with the effect of wine, 
Nor, heady- raſh, provok'd with raging ire ; 
Albeit my wrongs might make one wiſer mad. 
This woman lock'd me out this day from dinner; 
That goldſmith there, were he not pack'd with her, 
Could witneſs it; for he was with me then; 
Who parted with me to go fetch a chain, 
Promiſing to bring it to the Porcupine, 
Where Balthazar and I did dine together. 
Our dinner done, and he not coming thither, 
I went to ſeek him; in the ſtreet I met him, 
And in his company that gentleman. | 
There did this perjur'd gold{mith ſwear me down, 


ne 


* 
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That I this day from him receiv'd the chain; 


Which, God he knows, I ſaw not; for the which, 


He did arreſt me with an officer. 

I did obey, and ſent my peaſant home +» 
For certain ducats; he with none return'd. 

Then fairly I beſpoke the officer, 

To go in perſon with me to my houſe. 

By th' way we met my wife, her ſiſter, and 


A rabble more of vile confederates ; 


They brought one Pinch, a hungry lean-fac'd 
/ 


villain, 
A mere anatomy, a mountebank, | 
A thread-bare juggler, and a fortune-teller, 


A needy, hollow-ey'd, ſharp-looking wretch, 


A living dead man. Thus pernicious ſlave, 
Forſooth, took on him as a coujurer; 
And, gazing in my eyes, feeling my pulſe, 
And with no face, as it were, out-facing me, 
Cries out, I was poſſeſs'd. Then all together 
They fell upon me, bound me, bore me thence; 
And in a dark and dankiſh vault at home a 
There left me and my man, both bound together; 
Till, gnawing with my teeth my bonds aſunder, 
J gain'd my freedom, and immediately ' 
Ran hither to your Grace; whom I beſeech 
To give me ample ſatisfaction 
For theſe deep ſhames and great indignities. 
2 Lord, in truth, thus far I witneſs with 
im; | 
That he din'd not at home, but was lock'd out. 
Duke. But had he ſuch a chain of thee, or no? 
Ang. He had, my Lord; and when he ran in here, 
Theſe people ſaw the chain about his neck. 
Mer. Beſides, I will be ſworn, theſe ears of mine 
Heard you confeſs you had the chain of him, 
After you firſt forſwore it on the mart; 
And thereupon I drew my {word on you; 
And then you fled into this abbey here, 
From whence, I think, you're come by miracle, 
E. Ant, I never came within theſe abbey-walls, 


Nor ever didſt thou draw thy ſword on me; 
I never ſaw the chain, ſo help me Heav'n ! 
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And this is falſe you burden me withal. | 
Duke. Why, what an intricate impeach is this ? 
T think you all have drunk of Circe's cup: 
I t here you hous'd him, here he would have been; 
1 fhe were mad, he would not plead fo coldly : 
You ſay he din'd at home ; the gold{mith here 
Denies that ſaying. Sirrah, what ſay you? 
E. Dre. Sir, he din'd with her there, at the Por- 
cupine. | 
Cour. He did, and from my finger ſnatch'd that 
ring. 
E. Ant. TTis true, my liege, this ring I had of her. 
Dufte. Saw'ſt thou him enter at the abbey here? 
Cour. As ſure, my liege, as I do ſee your Grace. 
Duke. Why, this is ſtrange ; go call the Abbeſs 
hither ; | 
I think you are all mated, or ſtark mad. 
| 8 5 [Exit one to the Abbeſs. 


.. : 


Zgeon. Moſt mighty Duke, vouchſafe me ſpeak 
a word : 

Haply I ſee a friend will ſave my life, 

And pay the ſum that may deliver me. : 
Duke. Speak freely, Syracuſan, what thou wilt. 
Ageon. Is not your name, Sir, calPd Antipholis? 

And 1s not that your bondman Dromio ? 

E. Dro. Within this hour I was his bondman, Sir; 
But he, I thank him, gnaw'd in two my cords ; 
New am I-Dromio, and his man unbound. 

Zgeon, I am ſure you both of you remember me. 

E. Dro. Ourſelves we do remember, Sir, by you; 
For lately we were bound, as you are now. 

You are not Pinch's patient, are you, Sir? 

Ag eon. Why look you ſtrange on me? you know 

me well. 2 
E. Ant. I never ſaw vou in my life, till now. 
Ageon. Oh! grief bath chang'd me, fince you 
ſaw me lait; | 4 

And careful hours with time's deformed hand 

Have written ſtrange defeatures in my face: 

But tell me yet, doit hou not know my voice? 


* 
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In ͤ8ſap-conſuming winter's drizled ſnow, 


And ſo of theſe which is the natural man, 


E. Ant. Neither. 

Zgeon. Dromio, nor thou? 

E. Dro. No, truſt me, Sir, nor TI. 

Ageon. J am ſure thou doſt. £ 

E. Dro. I, Sir? but J am ſure I do not: and 
whatſoever a man denies, you are now bound to 
believe him. h 5 | 
Ageon. Not know my voice! oh, time's extre- 

ary 3 

Haſt thou ſo crack*d and ſplitted my poor tongue 
In ſeven ſhort years, that here my only ſon # 
Knows not my feeble key of untan'd cares? 
Tho! now this grained face of mine be hid 


And all the conduits of my blood froze up; 
Yet hath my night of life ſome memory, 
My waſting lamp ſome fading glimmer left, 
My dull deaf ears a little uſe to hear : 

All theſe old witneſſes, I cannot err, 

Tell me thou art my ſon Antipholis. 

E. Ant. I never ſaw my father in my life. 

xeon. But ſeven. years ſince, in Syracuſa-bay, 
Thou know'ſt, we parted ; but, perhaps, my ſon, 
Thou ſham'ſt t' acknowledge me in milery. 

E. Ant. The Duke, and all that know me in the 
Can witneſs with me that it is not ſo : [ city, 
I ne'er ſaw Syracuſa in my life. 

Duke. I tell thee, Syracuſan, twenty years 
Have I been patron to Antipholis, 

During which time he ne'er ſaw Syracuſa. 
I lee, thy age and dangers make thee doat. 


SCENE 


Enter the Abbeſs, with Antipholis Syracuſan, end 
| Dromio Syracuſan. a 


Abb. Moſt mighty Duke, behold a man much 
wrong'd. - [ALI gather to ſee him. 

Adr. I ſee two huſbands, or mine eyes deceive me. 

Duke. One of theſe men is genius to the other; : 


— — 


And which the ſpirit? who deciphers them? | 


— 
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S. Dro. I, Sir, am Dromio; command him away. 


E. Dro. I, Sir, am Dromio; pray let me ſtay. -. 


S. Ant. Ægeon, art thou not? or ele his ghoſt? 
S. Dro. 5 my old maſter ! who hath bound him 
here? ; | 
Abb. Whoever bound him, I will looſe his bonds; 
And gain a huſband by his liberty. 
Speak, old geon, if thou be'ſt the man 
That hadſt a wife once calPd Æmilia, 
That bore thee at a burden two fair fons ? 
Oh, if thou be'ſt the ſame_Xgeon, ſpeak ; 
And {peak unto the ſame Emilia. 1 
Duke. Why, here begins his morning ſtory right: 
Theſe two Antipholis's, theſe two ſo like, 
And thoſe two Dromio's, one in ſemblance; 
Beſides her urging of her wreck at ſea, ä 
Theſe plainly are the parents of theſe children, 
Which accidentally are met together. 
Ageon. If I dream not, thou art Emilia; 
If thou art ſhe, tell me where is that ſon 
That floated with thee on the fatal raft. 
Abb. By men of Epidamnum, he and T, 
And the twin Dromio, all were taken up; 
But, by and by, rude fiſhermen of Corinth 
By force took Dromio and my ſon from them, 


And me they left with thoſe of Epidamnum. 


What then became of them, I cannot tell ; 

I, to this fortune that you ſee me in. | 
Duke. Antipholis, thou cam'ſt from Corinth firſt, 
S. Aut. No, Sir, not I; I came from Syracuſe. 


Dake. Stay, ſtand apart; I know not which is 


which. | . 
E. Ant. : came from Corinth, my moſt gracious 
Lord. b 
E. Dro. And IT with him. 
E. Ant. Brought to this town by that moſt fa- 
mous warrior, | 5 
Duke Menaphon, your moſt renowned uncle. 


Adr. Which of you two did dine with me to-day? 


S. Ant. I, gentle miſtreſs. 
Adr. And are not you my huſband ? 
E. Ant. No, I ſay nay to that. 


. 


f 
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S. Ant. And ſo do I, yet ſhe did call me fo: 
And this fair gentlewoman, her ſiſter here, 
Did call nie brother. What I told you then, 


I hope I ſhall have leiſure to make good, 


If this be not a dream I ſee and hear. 
Ang. That is the chain, Sir, which you had of me, 
S. Ant. I think it be, Sir; I deny it not. 
E. Ant. And you, Sir, for this chain arreſted me, 
Ang. I think I did, Sir; I deny it not. 
Adr. IT ſent you money, Sir, to be your bail, 
By Dromio ; but, I think, he brought it not. 
E. Dro. No, none by me. 55 
S. Ant. This purſe of ducats I receiv'd from you, 


And Dromio my man did bring them me. 


T ſee, we (till did meet each other's man, 
And I was ta'en for him, and he for me, 


And thereupon theſe errors all aroſe. 


E. Ant. Theſe ducats pawn I for my father here. 
Duke. It ſhall not need, thy father hath his life. 
Cour. Sir, I muſt have that diamond from you. 
ZE. Ant. There, take it; and much thanks for 
my good chear. ; 
Abb. Renowned Duke, vouchfaſe to take the 


'To go with us into the abbey here, [pains 


And here at large diſcourſed all our fortunes : 
And all that are aſſembled in this place, 
That by this ſympathized one day's error 
Have ſuffer'd wrong; go, keep us company, 
And ye ſhall have full ſatisfaction. 
Twenty-five years have I but gone in travel 
Of you my ſons ; nor, ?till this preſent hour, 
My heavy burdens are delivered. 


The Duke, my huſband, and my children both, 
And you the calendars of their nativity, 


Go to a goſlip's feaſt and * go with me: 


* Go to 2 goſſip's feaſt, and joy with me, 
After ſo long grief ſuch nativity. 


That is, I conſider myſelt as juſt brought to bed of 


theſe children : let me therefore iuvite you, who have 
aſſiſted at this my delivery, to accept of a feaſt, and 
s congratulate me on ſuch a birth, Cc. Reviſal. 
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After ſo long grief ſuch nativity ! 
Duke. With all my heart, I'll goſſip at this feaſt. 
[Exeunt. 
| % . 
Manent the two Antipholis's and two Dromio's. 


F. Dro. Maſter, ſhall I fetch your ſtuff from ſhip- 


board ? 
E. Ant. Dromio, what ſtuff of mine haſt thou 
embark'd? 
S. Dro. Your goods, that lay at hoſt, Sir, in the 
Centaur. 
S. Ant. He ſpeaks to me; I am your maſter, 


| Dromio. 

Come, go with us, we'll look to that anon; 
Embrace thy brother there, rejoice with him. 
[ Exeunt Antipholis S. and E. 

S. Dro. There 1s a fat friend at your maſter's 

houſe, 
That kitchen'd me fer you to day at dinner ; 
She now ſhall be my ſiſter, not my wife. 
E. Dro. Methinks you are my glaſs, and not 
my brother: | 
I ſee, by you, I am a ſweet- fac'd youth: 
Will you walk in to ſee their goſliping ? 
S. Dro. Not I, Sir; you are my elder. 
E. Dro. That's a queſtion : 
How ſhall I try it ? 
S. Dro. We'll draw cuts for the ſenior : 
Till then, lead thou firſt. . 

E. Dro. Nay, then thus — , [ Embracing, 
We came into the world, like brother and brorher : 
And now let's go hand in hand, not one before 

another. | [ Exeunt, 


END OF THE THIRD VOLUME. 
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